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OBSERVATIONS 
ox Tux Fable ax D Composition or 
85 RICHARD III. 


Tas tragedy comprises, at most, but the last eight years 
of this prince's time; for it opens with George duke of Cla- 
rence being clapped up in the Tower, which happened in 
the beginning of the year 1477, and closes with the death of 


Richard at Bosworth-Field, which battle was fought on the 14 | 


22d of August, in the year 1485, TuroBALD, 

This is one of the most celebrated of our author's per- 
formances; yet I know not whether it has not happened to 
him as to others, to be praised most, when praise is not most 
deserved. That this play has scenes noble in themselves, 
and very well contrived to strike in the exhibition, cannot 


be denied. But some parts are trifling, others shocking, 


and some improbable. Jonnson. 

The oldest Known edition of this tragedy is printed for 
Andrew Wise, 1597 : bat Harrington, in his 
Poetrie, written 1590, and prefixed to the translation of 
Ariosto, says, that a tragedy of Rickard the Third, had been 
neted at Cambridge. His words are, For tragedies, to 
omit other famous tragedies, that which was played at St. 
John's in Cambridge, of Richard the Third, would move, I 
think, Phalaris the ryrant, and terrifie all tyrannous mind- 
ed men, &c.”* He most probably means Shakspere's ; and 
if so, we may argue that there ls some more ancient edition 
of this play than what I have mentioned; at least this shews 
how earl PRE play appeared; or if some other Riek- 
ard the Third is here allnded to by Harrington, that a play 
on this 1 our author's. * F Ret 
It appears from the following passage in the preface to 
Naahe's Have with you to Saffron- Walden, or Gabriel Har- 
vey's Hunt is up, 
III. bad been acted in Trinity-College, Cambridge 

7 B ij or 


27 


Apologie of Mi 


- 


596, that a Latin Tragedy of K. Rich. 


iv | | OBSERVATIONS, &c. 


or his fellow codshead, that in the Latine tragedie of King 
Richard , cried— Ad urbs, ad urbs, ad urbs, when his whole 
part was no more than—Urbs, urbs, ad arma, ad arma 
; STEEVEN<s. 
The play on this subject mentioned by Sir John Harring- 
ton in his Apologie for Poetry, 1591, and sometimes mis- 
„taken for Shakspere's, was a Latin one, written by Dr. 
3 ane! and acted at St. John's in our university, some years 
 hefore 1588, the date of the copy in the Museum. This ap- 
pears from a better M. S. in our library at Emmanuel, with 
tze names of the original performers. | 
| A childish imitation of Dr. Legge's play was written by 
one Lacy, 1583; which had not been worth mentioning, 
were they not confounded by Mr, Capell. Farmer. 
Heywood, in his Actor's Vindication, mentions the play of 
XK. Rich. LIL. © acted in St. John's, Cambridge, so essenti- 
ally, that had the tyrant Phalaris beheld his bloody pro- 
ceedings, it had mollified his heart, and made him relent at 
sight of his inhumane massacres.“ And in the books of the 
Stationers* Company, June 19, 1594, Thomas Creede made 
the following entry, ©* An interlude, entitled the tragedie of 
Richard the Third, wherein is shewn the death of Edward 
the fourthe, with the smotheringe of the twoo princes in the 
Tower, with the lamentable ende of Shore's wife, and the 
contention of the two heuses of Lancaster and Yorke.” 
This could not have been the work of Shakspere, unless he 
' afterwards dismissed the death of Jane Shore, as an unne- 
cessary incident, when he revised the play. Perhaps, how- 
ever, it might be some translation of Lacy's play, at the end 
of the first act of which is, The showe of the procession. 
1. Tipstaffe. 2. Shore's wife in her petticote, having a ta- 
per burning in her hande. 3. The ' $86.60 4. Queristers. 
5. Singing-men. 6, Prebendary. 7. Bishoppe of London. 
8. Citizens,” There is likewise a Latin song sung. on this 
- _ occasion in M. S. Harl. 2412, STtzevexs.. - 
The Latin play of Richard III. (M. S. Harl. n. 6926.) ha; 
the author's name. Henry Lacy, and is dated 1586. 
The passage, which I would mention, is upor the appear- 
ance of Richard to Buckingham and the others who came 
to offer him the crown: | 8 


Sed nunc duobus cinctus ecce episcopis 
Apparet in summa domo princeps pius,— 


Tt 


p 5 


9 


OBSERVATIONy, &c. | v 


It is difficult, I think, to account for such a coincidence, in 
a circumstance of mere invention, without supposing that 
one of the poets must have profited by the other's perform- 
ance, TyYRWAitT. 


This circumstance is not an invention of either poet, but 
taken from Hall's Chronicle : 


* At the last he came out of his chambre, and yet not "0 


doune to them, but in a galary ouer theim, with a bishop on 
eury hand of hym, where thei beneth might se hym and 
speke to hym, as thoughe he woulde not yet come nere them 
til he wist what they meante, &c,” Farmer. 
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Lord Lover. 


Sir James TrnRII. 


Dramatis Personae, 


| MEN. 
King Epwanrp IV. 
Epwarp, Prince of | ales, afterwards 


p_— 


Edward F. Sons to Edward IV. 
Ricuany, Duke of York, | 


Gzonce, Duke of Clarence, Brother to Edward I 7. 
A young Son of Clarence. 
Ricnany, Duke of Gloster, Brother to Edward I V. after- 
wards King Richard III. 
Cardinal BoukRcmERn, Archbishop Ws Canterbury. 
Archbishop of York. 
Bishop of Ely. 
Duke of BuckinGnan. | 
Duke of Nonrotkx. Earl of SURREY. 
Earl Rivers, brother to King Edward's Queen. 
Marguis of DorstT a 
Lord Me 5 g der Sens. A 
Earl of Ricumono, afterwards King Henry VII. 
Lord Hasr Was. 22 
Sir Tuomas VAUGHAN, 
Sir Ricuard RATCLIFE. 


Sir Wittram CaTESBY. 


Lord STAaniegy. 

Earl of OxporD. 

Sir James BLouNT. 

Sir WarTter HerneRrt., 
Sir RonBerT BrakenBurY, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
CuriToPHER Unswick, a Priest. Another Priest. 


Lord Mayor. 
772% WOMEN. . 


 EraZABETH, Queen of Edward IV. 
Queen Manganrr, Widow of Henry VT. 


 Anns, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Henr 


VI. afterwards married to the Duke of Gloster. 


Dutchess of York, Mother to Edward I FV. p ee Oo ant 
Richard III. 


Sherif, Pursuivant, Scrivener, Citizens, Glenn, Soldiers, an 
other Attendants, 


Eng 


rs, "Fro the lascivious pleasing of a lute, © 


RICHARD III. 


> . 
4 - 


ACT l. SCENE I. - - - 


England. London. 4 Street. Eater Ricnanp, Duke 
f of Gloster. 4 = 7 4 


Gloster. 


Now is the winter of our discontent 

Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds, that lowr'd upon our house, 

In the deep bosom of the ocean bury'd. | | 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monument 
Our stern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 


And now—instead of mounting barbed steeds, 10 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries—  _ 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, " 


| But 


Grim-visag'd war hath gmooth'd his wrinkled front, 


Too strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 


And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 


By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 


And if king Edward be as true and just, 


KING RICHARD III. Act J. 4 


But I—that am hot shap'd for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking.glass ; T. 
I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty, T1 


I, that am curtail *d of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfinish'd, sent before my time 20 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionably, 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ;— 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time; 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity: 

And therefore —since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days 

I am determined to prove a villain, 


Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 


To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 
In deadly hate the one against the other : 


As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, | 
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up; 


About a prophecy, which says—that G 


Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 40 A, 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul! here Clarence 


as | 
comes. | ath, 


_ nee nt nee. =_s 
Brother, good day: What means this arme 
That waits upon your grace? £& 


J. Act J. KING RICHARD 111. 0 


Clar. His majesty, ; . | 
Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 4 
Y {This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 
Glo. Upon what cause? 
Clar. Because my name is—George. | 
Glo, Alack, my Jord, that fau! t is none of 


20 your's; _. 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers : — 
0, belike his majesty hath some intent, 51 


That you should be new christen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? | 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, I pro 
test, | 
As yet 1 do not: But, as I can learn, 
le hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ; 
ind from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
nd says—a wizard told him, that by G, 
is issue disinherited should be; 7 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 60 
t follows i in his thought that I am he : 
hese as I learn, and such like toys as these, 
lave mov'd his highness to commit me now. 
Glo, Why, this it is, when men are rul'd 85 1 
women: | 1 
5 [is not the King, that sends you to the Tower; 
y lady Grey his wife, Clarence, tis she, 
40 Fhat en him to this harsh extremity. 
rence” Was it not she, and that good man of Worship, 
athony- W oodeville, her brother there, 
hat made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ; 
rom whence this present day he is deliver'd ? 7 1 FO 
e are not safe, Clarence, we are not saſe. 
Car. By bea ven, I think, ere is no man secure, 
ä But 


30 


ard, 


lar. 


— — — —— on CO — 
- ; . 82 
5 1 
* — 
* © 


3s 


That no man shall have private conference, 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. 


40 KING RICHARD 117. +: ole T1. 


Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 


-” 


let 


But the queen's kindred, and night-walking herald I 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 6 
Heard you not, what an humble — 41 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? B 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. ork 


I'll tell you what—I think, it is our way, 80 C7 


If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 

The jealous o'er-worn widow, and herself, 
Since that our brother dabb'd them gentlewomen 


Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon me 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge, 


Glo. Even so? an please your TRAP Br: 

__ Kenbury, 1 

You may partake of any thing we say: 

We speak no treason, man ;— We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen 


Well struck in years; fair, and not jealous :— 10. 


Mere best todo it secretly, alone. 


How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 


We say, that Shore”s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A. cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing Pleasin pple, 
tongue; a 1 

That the queen's Kindred are made gentle- folks "oh 

t wh. 


Brak. With this, my lord, myself have noug 


to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore ? 1: ast. 
tthee, fellow, 19 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, Ml arc 


W hat 
Brd 


: 
- 
: 
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Brak. What one, my lord? 
Glo, Her husband, knave : — Woul@'st thou 
betray me ? 
Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me; and, 
withal, 
orbear your conference with the noble duke. 
Gar. We know thy charge, 7 and 
will obey. 
Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must 1 
rother, farewell: I will unto the king; | 
nd whatsoe'er you will employ me in— 110 
ere it to call King Edward's widow—sister— 
will perform it, to enfranchise you 
ean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, ' 
guches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pteaseth neither of us well. 
Glo, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long; 
vill deliver you, or else lye for you: 
ean time, have patience. 
ing Car. I must perforce ; farewell. 
[Exeunt Crartxce and BRAKENBURY. 
Glo, Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er 
return, 120 
inple, plain Clarence —1 do love thee so, 
at I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 
heaven will take the present at our hands. 
t who comes here? the new-deliver'd * 2 


Enter Harras. 


1 tas. Good time of day unto my gracious bord! 75 

No. As much unto my good lord chamberlain! 

al are you welcome to this open air. 

w hath 28 n brook'd a Tr 
| ast. 


1 


ds 


Act I, 
East. With patience, noble I6rd, as prisoners 
must: 

- But I-shall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 

That were the cause of my imprisonment. 131 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Cla. 
rence too; 

For they, that were your enemies, are his, 

And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Hast. More pity that the eagle should be me wd 
While Kites and buzzards prey at Uberty. | 

Glo. What news abroad? | 

Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at home; 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, - 
And his physicians fear him mightil y.: 14 
Glo. Now, by saint Paul, that news is bad indeed 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, | 

| And over. much consum'd his royal person; : 
"Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in bed? | 
Hast. He is. 
Glo. Go yow before, 00 I will follow you. 
[Exit HAasTING 
| He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 

Till George be pack'd with post-horse up to he 

ven. 

I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 1 
With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
© * Clarence hath not another day to live: 

Which done, God take king Edward to his mere , ir 
And leave the world for me to bustle in! pou 
For then PII marry Warwick's youngest daughteſ cua 
What though: 1 KilY'd: her husband, and her he urse 


* 


12 6 KING RICHARD 111. 


N 
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The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

- to become her husband, and her father: 

he which will I ; not all so much for love, 160 
s for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market: 
larence still breathes; Edward still lives, and 

reigns; 
Vhen they are gone, then must I count my gains. 
1 


SCENE II. 


not her Street, Enter the Corse of Hexry the Sixth, with 
lee Halberds to guard it ; Lady ANNE being the Mourner, 


Anne. Set down, set down your honourable 
load— 
f honour may be shrouded in a hearse— 
hilst I a while obsequiously lament 
un, be untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 
de oor key-cold figure of a holy king! 170 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! 
o hei hou bloodless remnant of that royal blood! 
Reit lawful that I invocate thy ghost, 
1 Mo hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
ats; Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 
tabb'd by the sell. same hand that made these 
wounds! 
merci, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 
| pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :— 
„ cursed be the hand, that made these holes! 
ursed the heart, that bad the heart to do 8 180 
0 ur 


* 
— . — —_— — 
2 


Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence 


Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load, 


14 KING RICHARD 111, Act I, 


More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodigions, and untimely brought to light, - 
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 
And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 190 
If ever he have wife let her be made 

More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !— 


Taken from Paul's to be interred there; 
And, still as you are weary of the weight, 
Rest you, whilst I lament king Henry's corse. 


Enter Glosr kn. 


Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set ro 
don. ) G 
Anne. What black magician conjures up thif®) e. 
fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds 2 20 % itn. 
Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or by sain 
Paul br, e 


PI make a corse of him that disobeys. 
Gen. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass 
Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou when I com 
mand: 
Advance thy halberd bigber than my breast, 
Or, by saint Paul, II! strike thee to my ſoot, 


| And burn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. No be 


Anne 


F, &« J. - KING RICHARD 1H: - 15 


e | Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid? 
las, I blame you not : for you are mortal, 
nd mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 210 
\yvaunt,. thou dreadful minister of hell! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
lis soul thou canst not have: therefore be gone. 
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 
Anne. Foul devil, for God's ke, hence, ane: 
trouble us not; : | 
190 or thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
i'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims, 
f thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
!— WBchold this pattern of thy butcheries :— 
04080), gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry's wounds 
Jpen their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh ! 
lush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity; 222 
. or *tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
rom cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells: 
hy deed inhuman, and unnatural, 
set Mrovokes this deluge most unnatural. 
) God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death ! 
th earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his 


death. 
20 %ither, heaven, with lightning strike the mur- 
sain derer dead, 229 


Dr, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
$ thou dost swallow up this good King's blood, 

1 pa hich his hell- govern'd arm hath butcher'd ! + 
| cout Gio. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law of God 
ot, | nor man ; 
ness. No beast 80 fierce, but knows some touch of ality 
Ann 0 ij Glo, 


— 
bs : * „ ODES 2 
_ . — — — — 
” * — 
. 


14 
1 


Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 


KING RICHARD 111. Act I. 


16 7 
Glo, But I know none, and therefore am no 
beast. | B 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the 
truth ! T. 


Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so an. 

87. — 1 | T} 
Voucksafe, divine perſection of a woman, 24088-* 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, Di 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffas'd infection of a man, 
For these known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 
Glo, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me 
have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou} - 
canst make 


No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 4 


Glo. By such despair, I should accuse myself. 
Anne, And, by despairing, shalt thou stan 
excus'd 25108 4 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, G 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 
Glo. Say, that I slew them not? | 4 
Anne, Then say, they were not slain: 6 
But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. A 
Glo. I did not kill your husband. 


Anne. Why, then he is alive. G& 
Glo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward 4, 
hand, G, 
Anne, In thy foul throat thy ly'st; quee e le 
Margaret saw | 20 ad 


Th 


— 
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The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 
the Glo. 1 was provoked by her sland'rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy 1 
mind, 
240% That never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 
Didst thou not kill this king? 
Glo, I grant ye. 
Anne, Dost grant me, hodgnehog ? then, God 
grant me too, 270 
hat thou may*st be damned for that wicked deed! 
, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous, 


. Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that 
hath him. 

tho Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
elf, thither ; | 
stan or he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

25 Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell. 

Glo, Yes, one place else, if you will ben me 

name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. N 

Glo. Your bed- chamber. 280 
hae. . In rest betide the chamber where thou 

yest; 


Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you, 
Anne, I hope so. 

Glo, I know $0:—But, gentle lady Anne 
0 leave this keen encounter of our Wie 

ad fall somewhat into a slower method ; 


not the causer of the timeless deaths , 
c © bij Of 


ward 
quee 


Q 
od ; 
T h 
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Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 
Anne. Thon wast the cause, and most accurs'd 
effect. 290 
Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my 
| cheeks. 
Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's 
wreck, 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 
As all the world is cheer'd by the sun, 
$0 I by that; it is my day, my life. 390 
Anne. Black night o'er-shade thy day, and 
death thy life! 
Glo, Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 
Anne, I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee, 
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 
Io be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 
Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. g 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 31 
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he 
could. 
Anne. Name him. 
Glo. Plantagenet. 


Anne 
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Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better 
nature. 

Anne. Where is he ? 

Glo. Here: [ohe 8pits at him.] Why dost thou 
spit at me? 

Anne. Would it were mortal poison for thy sake! 

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Dut of my sight! thou dost infect mine eyes. 321 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne, Would they were basilisks, to strike 
thee dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I mightdie at once; 

or now they kill me with a living death. 

hose eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 

ham'd their aspects with store of childish drops: 

hese eyes, which never shed remorseful tear 

ot, when my father York and Edward wept, 

0 hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

hen þlack.fac'd Clifford shook his sword at 
him : 331 

or when thy warlike father, like a child, 

old the sad story of my father's death; 

nd twenty times made pause, to s0b, and weep, 


band bat all the standers.by had wet their cheeks, 
ike trees bedash'd with rain: in that sad time, 
n thy manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
31) nud what these sorrows could not thence exhale, © 
an haf hy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep. 
ing. 
never su'd to friend, nor enemy; j 340 


Ly * could never learn sweet soothing word; 


Anne But 
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But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 

My proud heart sues, aud prompts my tongue to 
speak. [She looks scornfully at him, 

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made 

For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lay it naked to thy deadly stroke, 350 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[ He lays his breast open, she offers at it 
with his Sword. 

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry; 

But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now dispatch; *twas I that stabb'd young 


'hc 
Edward ; # 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. G 


| [She lets fall the sword 

Take up the sword again, or take up me, 

Anne. Arise, dissembler ; though I wish thy 
death, 

I will not be thy executioner, 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it 


Anne, I have already. 30 — 
Glo. That was in thy rage: or 
Speak it again, and, even with the word, Tran 


This haud, which for thy love, did kill thy love, W 4, 

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 
Anne. I would I knew thy heart. 
Glo. *Tis ſigur'd in my tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are false. 


(| 
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Glo. Then never man was true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 370 
Glo. Say, then, my peace is made. 
Anne. That you shall know hereafter. 
Glo. But shall I live in hope? 
Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 
; Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 
t, [She puts on #he ring. 
Anne. To take is not to give. 
Glo. Look, how this ring n thy 
finger, 
ven so thy breast encloseth my poor heart; 
Vear both of them, for both of them are thine : 
nd if thy poor devoted servant may 380 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
hou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 
Anne, What is it ? 
Glo. That it may e you leave these sad 
designs 
o him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
\nd presently repair to Crosby. Place : 
There —aſter I have solemnly interr'd 
t Chertsey monast'ry this noble king, 
do ii Rad wet his grave with my repentant tears 
will with all expedient duty see you: 390 
or divers unknown reasons, 1 beseech you, 
rant me this boon, 
love, W Anne. With all my heart; and much it Joys 
me too, 
7 o see you are become so penitent. 
ressel, and Berkeley, go along with me. 
Glo. "Bid me farewell. 
Anne, Tis more than you deserve: 


* Gi 


But, 


+ 


* 4 * 
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But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 
[ Exeunt two, with lady Anx:. 
Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 400 
Gen. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 
Glo. No, to White. Fryars; there attend my 
coming. [ Exeunt the rest, with the cor se. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won? Ww 
I'll have her—but I will not keep her long. 
What! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father, 
' To take her in her heart's extremest hate; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by; 
With God, her nue, and these bars agains 
| me, 410 
And I no friends to back my suit withal, 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, - 
3 yet to win her—all the world to nothing ! 
a! 
Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since 
Stabb'd iu my angry mood at Tewksbury? 
Asweeter and a lovelier gentleman 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, righ 
royal 4 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 
And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 
That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed? Gre 
On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety : u. 
On me, that halt, and am OE thus? 


M 
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ly dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

do mistake my person all this while: 

ſpon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

yself to be a marvellons proper man. 430 
l be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

nd entertain a score or two of tailors, 

o study fashions to adorn my body: 

ince I am crept in favour with myself, 

will maintain it with some little cost. 

ut, first, I'll turn yon fellow in his grave: 

nd then return lamenting to my love.—- 

hine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 

hat I may see my shadow as I pass! [ Ext, 


her, 


—_— 8 


SCENE III. 


he Palace. Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, her brother, 
and Lord nE, her son. 


Riv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, 
his majesty 440 

Vill soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it wakes him 
worse: 

herefore, for God's sake, entertain good com- 
fort, 

ad cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Queen, If he were dead, what would betide of 

+ me? 
Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 
ty? een. The loss of such a lord includes all 


harms. | 
Mi | -_ Grey. 
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Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with 
goodly son, 

To be your comforter, when he is gone. 
Queen. Ah, he is young ; and his minority 45( 

Is put into the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Rio, Is it concluded, that he shall be protector 
Queen, It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM and STANLEY. 


Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham an 
Stanley. 
Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace 
Stan, God make your majesty joyful as yo 
have been ! 
Queen. The countess Richmond, good n 
lord of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 40 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd, 
I hate not you ſor her proud arrogance, 
Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accus'd on true report, | 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, procee 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malict 


Queen. Saw you the King to-day, my lord Fo 
Stanley ? - | 
Stan. But now the duke of Buckingham, and Glo 


Are come from visiting his majesty. h 
Queen, What likelihood of his amendmenfj ©" 


lords ? 
Buc the 


& J. 


Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 
cheerfully. 

Queen, God grant him health ! Did you confer 

with him? 

Buck. Ay Madam: he desires to make atone. 
ment | 

etween the duke of Gloster and your brothers, 

ud between them and my lord chamberlain ; 

nd sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Queen. *Would all were well !-—But that will 
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never be; 
a an tear, our happiness is at the height. 480 
race Enter GrosrEn, HastINGs, and Donspr. 
22 They do me wrong, and I will not endure 
Ae: 4 


ſho are they, that complain unto the king, 
hat I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not? 


bo Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 

3 hat fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
 Wecause I cannot flatter, and speak fair, . 

A ile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 


ck with French nods and apish courtesy, 
must be held a rancorons enemy. | 
annot a plain man live, and think no harm, 490 
it thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
' 811 Ken, sly, insinuating Jacks? | 
Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks 
your grace ? 18 8 | 
Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
hen have I injur'd thee? when done thee 
wrong ?— *© | 

thee ?—or thee ?—or any of your faction ? 

D A plague 


, and 
4 
dmen 


Buc 
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A plague upon you all! His royal grace 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish! 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing while, 
But you must trouble him with lewd com. 
plaints. 500 
Queen, Brother of Gloster you mistake the 
matter; 
The king—of his own royal dis position, 
And not provok'd by any suitor else; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action shews itself, 
Against my children, brothers, and myself ; 
Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-wil}, and so remove it. 
Glo. I cannot tell ;—the world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey, where eagles dare not 
perch : . 
Since every J ack became a gentleman, 511 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 
Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloster; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends : 
God grant, we never may have need of you! 
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have aol 
of you : 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, 
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility _ 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 


height 
| Fro: 


| Are daily given, to enoble those 5A 
" That scarce some two days vince, were worth 
i noble. 
" 2 By him, that NY me to this careful 
i 
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rom that contented hap which I enjoyed, 
h never did incense his majesty 
\ gainst the duke of Clarence, but have been 
m. WAn earnest advocate to plead for him. 
00 My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
the PFalsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 
Glo. You may deny that you were not the 
cause | 
Of my lord Hastings” late imprisonment. 530 
Rio. She may, my lord; for 
Glo. She may, lord Rivers ?—why, who knows 
not so; 
ther {She may do more, sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair preferments; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
\nd lay those honours on your high desert. 
hat may she not? She may —ay, marry, may 
she . 
Riv. What, marry, may she? 


bad, 
not 


511 


ung, Co. keg, marry, may she? marry with a 
bachelor, a handsome stripling too: 540 


I wish, your grandam had a worser match, 
Queen. My lord of Gloster, I have too long 
| borne 
Y our blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs: 

Wy heaven, 1 will acquaint his Majesty, 
Of those gross taunts I often have endur'd. 
had rather be a country servant-maid, 
Than a great queen, with this condition 
Lo be so baited, scorn'd, and storm'd at: 
Pall joy have I in being England's qusen. 

N D ij Enter 


| = 
orth 


1 
* 
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Enter Queen MarGARET bekind, 


Q. Mar. And lessen'd be that small, God, I 
beseech thee ! 550 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 
Glo, What! threat you me with telling of the 
king ? 
Tell him, and spare not; look, what I have said 
I will avouch in presence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 
Queen Mar. Out, devil! I remember them toc 
well : 
Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 


— 


— 
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Glo, Ere you were queen, ay, or your husbani 
King, | $6 
I was a pack. horse in his great affairs; 
A weeder.out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, I spilt mine own. - 
Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than hi 
or thine. | . 
Glo. In all which time, you, and your hus ban 
Grey, 

Were factious for the house of Lancaster; 
And, Rivers, so were you: Was not your hu 
„ band | 

In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban's slain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 8H 
What you have been ere now, and what you are 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 
Q. Ma sha 
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Q. Mar. A murd'rous villain, and so still thou 


art. 
d, 1 Glo; Poor Clarence did forsake his father 
550 Warwick, | 


Ay, and forswore himself— Which Jesn pardon ! 
Q. Mar. Which God revenge! 
Glo, To fight on Edward's party for the 
crown ; 
nd, for his meed, poor lord, he is mewed up : 
| would to God, my heart were flint, like Ed. 
ward's, _ | | 
r Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine; 580 
Lam too childish foolish for this world. 
Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave 
this world, | 

Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv, My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Vhich here y ou urge to prove us enemies, 
Ve follow'd then our lord, our sovereign king; 
do should we you, if you should be our king. 
Glo, If I should be ?—I had rather be a ped- 
ax hi tar : ? 

ar be it from my heart the thought thereof! 
s bau Queen. As little joy, my lord, as you sup- 
Pose 590 
au Should enjoy, were you this country's king; 
little joy you may suppose in me, 
hat I enjoy, being the queen thereof, | 
Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof, 
or I am she, and altogether joyless. 
ean no longer hold me patient. She advances, 
ear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
n 3haring that which you have pilPd from me: 

N D ij Which 


u are 


. Ma 
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Which of you trembles not, that looks -on 
me ? | 599 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects ; 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like re. 
Den i 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away! | 
Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou 
in my sight? 
Mar. But repetition of what thou hast 
marr'd; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 
Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of death! 
Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in ba- 
nishment, 
Than death can yield me here by my abode, 
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me 
And thou a kingdom ;—all of you allegiance : 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours 511 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 
Glo, The curse my noble ſather laid on thee— 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with 
paper, 2 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes; 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clont, 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ;— 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 


= Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 


And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
Queen. So just is God, to right the inno- 


» cent, 6821 
Hast. O, *twas the foulest deed, to slay that 
babe, . 


And the most merciless, that e'er was heard - 
| iv. 
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on Riv, Tyrants, themselves wept when it was 
99 reported. 


ts; Dors. No man but prophesy'd revenge for it. 


re- Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to 
see it. | 
. Mar. What! were you snarling all, before I 
ou came, 


Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

nd turn you all, your hatred now on me? 

id York's dread curse prevail so much with 

heaven | 5 630 

hat Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 

heir Kingdom's loss, my woful banishment, 

ould all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

an curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?— 

Vhy, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick 

curses! 

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 

As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 

{dward, thy sou, that now is priuce of Wales, 

or Edward my son, that was prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! 640 

hyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Dut. live thy glory, like my wretched self! 

ng may'st thou live, to wail thy children's loss; 

nd see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine! 

ng die thy happy days before thy death; 

nd, after many lengthen'd hours of grief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen ! 

Myers—and Dorset—you were standers by— / 
so wast thou, lord Hastings—when my 

son ä | 


Was 
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Was stabb'd with bloody daggers ; God I pray, 1 
him, | 651 G. 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by some-unlook'd accident cut off! 
Glo, Have done thy charm, thou hatefu 
| wither'd hag. LS 
Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it till thy sins he ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignation 650 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace! 
The worm of conscience shall be-gnaw thy soul! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st, 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elfish-mark*d abortive, rooting bog ! 
Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell! eac 
Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb! 670, 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 


Thou rag of honour! thou detested— D 
Glo. Margaret! — * Q. 
Q. Mar. Richard! oe 
Glo. Ha! 


Q. Mar. I call thee not 
lo. I ery thee mercy then; for I did think, 
Than thou had'st call'd me all these bitter names, 
Q. Mar. Why; % 1 did; but look'd for no 

reply. vas 
$6 O, le 
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„let me make the period to my curse. 680 
Glo. *Tis done by me; and ends in—Margaret. 
Queen. Thus have you breath'd your curse 
against yourself. | 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of 
my fortune! 

Vhy strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Vhose deadly web ensnareth thee about ? | 
ool, fool! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself. 
he day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 

o help thee curse this pois'nous bunch- back 


65% toad, 
ace Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
oul! curse; | $5 


st, to thy harm, thou move” our patience. 690 
Q. Mar, Foul shame upon you! you have all 
mov'd mine. 
Riv. Were you well serv'd, you would be 
taught your duty. 
. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty, 6.5 
each me to be your queen, and you my subjects: 
, serve me well, and teach yourselves that 
duty. 65 
Dors. Diopute not with her, she is lunatick. 
Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are mala. 
pert; | 115 
our fire- new stamp of honour is scarce current: 
), that your young nobility could judge, | 
ink, Nhat *twere to lose it, and be miserable! 700 
ames, hey that stand high, have many blasts to shake 
or no them; 
nd, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
O, le | Glo. 
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Glo. Good counsel, n mes it, learn it 
| marquis. | 
Dor. It touches you, my lord, as auch . as me, 
Glo. Ay, aud wa more: But I was born 80 
| high, 
Our aiery buildeth i in the cedar”s top, 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 
Q. Mar. And m the sun to shade;—alas ! 
alas !— - 
Witness my sun now in the chade of death 2 
Whose bright out- shining beams thy cloudy. wrath, 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 711 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's nest: 
O God, that see'st it, do not suffer it; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it $0! 
Buch. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for cha. 


rity. 
. Mar. Urge neither reread nor chame to 
me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, : 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame— 
And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage! 720 
Buck. Have done, have done. 
Q. Mar. O princely Bucklagiam,” Pl kiss thy 
hand, 


In Sign of league and amity with thee : 

Now fair befall thee, and thy noble house! 

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 
Proj Pong no one here; for curses never 


The lips of bose that breathe them in the air, 
Q. Mar. 
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Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they ascend the 
sky, 

And there awake God's gentle deping peace. 

) Buckingham, beware of yonder dog; 731 

ook, when he fawns, he nn and, when he 

bites, OF 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 

lave not to do with him, beware of him; 

Sin, death, and hell, have bat their marks upou 
him; bn ; 

nd all their ministers attend on him. 


ath, 
711 Glo, What doth she say, my lord of Bucking. 
| ham? 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious 
lord. 


Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for wy 
gentle counsel ? 

nd sooth the devil that I warn thee from? 740 

), but remember this another day, 

'hen he shall split thy very heart with bor; 

And say poor Margaret was a prophetess.— 

ive each of you the subjects to his hate, 

ud he to your's, and all of n to God's? 1 


720 
| Exit. 
thy Buck, My hair doth and on end to hear her 


curses. 
Riv. And so doth mine; I wonder che's: at 
liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mo- 
ther; 
he hath had too mack wrong, and I repent. | L 
ly part thereof, that I have done to her. 750 
Queen; I never did her any, to my n 
0. 


Ver 


ar. 


I as too hot to do some body good, 


36 KING — 111. Aci 


Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of he 
wro 


That is too cold in thinking of it now. * 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ;— 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof! 
Rev, A virtuous and a christian. like concli 
sion, 
To pray fer them that have done scathe to us. 
lo. So do J ever, being well advis'd; 760 
For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myself. 
LAsid- 


Enter CATEsSBY. W. 


Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you Bu 
And for your grace—and you, my noble lords. W. 
Queen, Catesby, I come: — Lords, will you g, Fo 
with me? M. 
Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace, 
[ Exeunt all but Grosr kn. 
Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The seeret mischiefs that I set abroach, 
I 1ay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence—whom I, indeed, have laid in dark. 
nmness— 
I do beweep to many simple gulls; 77⁰ 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham; 
And tell them-—tis the queen and her allies, 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers Vaughan, Grey; 
But then I sigh, aud, wit iece of seripture, 
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he Tell them—that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ ; 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 


„ Enter favo M urderers. 


But soft, here come my executioners, — 781 
How now, my hardy, stout, resolved mates? 
Are you now going to dispatch this thing? 
1 Murd. We are, my lord, aud come to have 
the warrant, | 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about 
me: 
When you have done, repair to Crosby-Place. 
u- But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 
s. Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
a go For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps, 790 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
1 Murd, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand 
ER. to prate, - 
wi. 8 Talkers are no good doers ; be assur'd, 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 
Glo. Your eyes drop mill.stones, when fools” 
rk. eyes drop tears : | 
I like you, lads ;—about your business straight; 
770 Go, go, dispatch. = 
1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt. 


r * — 
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SCENE IV. | = 

An apartment in the Tower, Enter CLanexce and Bra. We 

KENBURY. 1 

Brak. Why looks your grace $0 heavily to. WSom: 

day ? Wh 

Clar, 0, I have pagt a miserable night, SO00M(As 

So full of ſearſul. dreams, of ugly sights, Tha 

'That as I am a Christian faithſul man, And 

I would not spend another such a night, F 
Though *twere to. buy a world of happy days; 

So full of dismal terror was the time. 0 g 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord? IN C 


pray you, tell me. 
Clar. Methought, that I had broken from theo) 
Tower, Kep! 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy ; 
And, in my company, my-brother Gloster : 
W ho from my cabin tempted me to walk 819 
Upon the hatches ; thence we look'd towards Eng 
land, | 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Ry =; that Gloster stumbled ; and, in fall 
in 
Struck me, ' that thought to stay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main, 
O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown _ 7 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears: Sund s 


b Wh: 
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What sights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men, that fishes gnawed upon; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unyalued jewels, 
All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea. $ 
Some lay in dead men's sculls; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept. 
(As *twere in scorn of eyes), reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep 830 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 
; Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of 
> death, 
o gaze upon these secrets of the deep 4 
1? 1 Clar. Methought, I had; and often aid I 
strive 
1 theFTo yield the ghost: but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty vast, and wand'ring may. 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almost bust to belch it in the sea. 
Brak. Awak'd you not of this soreagony ? 840 
Clar. O, no, my dream was nne alter 
life; | 

), then began the nen (01 = nou 1 
pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
Vith that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
/nto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
ie first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
ard, Vas my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick y 
Vho cry'd alond—IWheat scourge for perjury 
rownu fan this dur monarchy afford false Clarence? 

32 nd so he vanis'd: Then came wand” ring by 850 
Wh: E i} | A $shadow 


n 


— 


= Clarence is come false, fleeting, perjur'd Cla. 


-I trembling wak'd, and, for a season after, 


For Edward's sake; and, see, how he requites 


My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 


And, outward honour for an inward toil; 
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They often feel a world of restless cares : 


A Shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and hesbriek'd out aloud — 


rence— 
That stabb"d me in the field by Tewksbury ; - 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments ! 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 


Could not believe but that I was in hell: 860 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 
Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Glar. O Brakenbury, I have done these things 
That now give evidence against my soul 


me ! 
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 4 
O, spare my guiltless wife, aud my poor chil. 

dren!— 870 
I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me; 


Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace 
good rest !— [CLARENCE Sleeps. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours, 
Makes the night morning, aud the noon. tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 


And, for unfelt imaginations, 


1 
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So that, between their titles, and low name, 880 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


| Enter the two Murderers. 


1 Murd. Ho! who's here? 
Brak. What would'st thou fellow? and how 
cam'st thou hither ?. 
2 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and 1 
came hither on my legs. 
Bra. What, so brief? 
1 Murd. O, sir, 'tis better to be brief, than 
tedious : — 
Shew him our commission, talk no more. 
Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands ;— 
I will not reason what is meant hereby, 891 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here are the keys ;—there sits the duke asleep : : 
Pll to the king ; and signify to him, 
That thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 
1 Murd, You may, slr; 'tis a point of wisdom : 
Fare you well. [Exit BrRAKENBURY. 
2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 
11 Murd. No; he'll oy 'twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes, © | 900 
2 Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall 


never wake until the great judgment day, © 
I Murd. Why then he'll pay we stabb'd him 


it. sleeping. [4 
2 Murd. The urging of that Words judgment 
bath bred a kind of remorse in me. 
1 Murd, What? art thou afraid? 70 
: 7 Murd. Not to kill him having a wargaineſIr | 
50 E li N; 


1 
| 
| 
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ef gold, that by chance I found; it beggars any 


it; but to be damn'd for killing him, from the 
which no warrant can defend me. 910 

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So J am to let him live. ; 

1 Murd. Ill back to the duke of Gloster, and 
tell him so. | 
2 Murd. Nay, I pray thee, stay a little: I 
hope this compassionate humour of mine will 
change ; it was wont to hold me but while one 
would tell twenty. | 

1 Murd. How doit thou feel thyself now? 

2 Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of con. 2 
science are yet within me. 921 Whis 1 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the 1 
deed's done, ilt 

2 Murd, Come, he dies; I had forgot the re. Walz 
ward, 2 | | 2 
I Murd, Where's thy conscience now? 


2 Murd, In the duke of Gloster's purse. 1 
1 Murd, When he opens his purse to give us Wh 2 
our reward, thy conscience flies out. 1 
2 Murd. Tis no matter; let it go; there's C 
ſew or none, will entertain it. 931 
1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 1 


2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a dan- 
gerous thing, it makes a man a coward; a WW Ci 
man cannot steal, but it accuseth him; a3 1 
man cannot swear, but it checks him; a man Ci 
cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but iW 1 
detects him: *Tis a blushing shame-fac'd spi- C. 
rit, that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills one 
full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse MW 1. 


man 
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an that keeps it : it is turn'd out of all towns 

d cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man 
at means to live well, endeayours to trust to him. 
elf, and live without it. 

1 Murd. 'Z ounds, it is even now at my elbow, 

ersuading me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. 'Take the devil in thy mind, and be. 
eve him not : he would insinuate with thee, but 
> make thee sigh. . 950 

1 Murd. I am strong fram'd, he cannot prevail 


ith me. 


2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects 
is reputation. Come, shall we fall to work? 

1 Murd. Take him over the costard with the 
ilts of thy sword, and then throw him into the 
almsey. butt, in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device! and make a sop 

of him. 

1 Murd. Soft! he wakes, 

2 Murg. Strike. 960 

1 Murd. No, we'll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 

of wine. | 

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, 

anon. 

Car. In God's name, what art thou? 

1 Murd. A man, as you are, 

Car. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 

humble. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the . my looks 

mine own. 


Clap. 


44 KING RICHARD 111. Act |, 


Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou 
- Speak ? 97 

Your eyes do menace me: Why look you so pale! 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefors do you come! 

2 Murd. To, to, to— 

Car. To murder me? 

Both. Ay, ay. 5 

Car. Vou scarcely have the hearts to tell me 80 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

1 Murd. Offended us, you have not, but th: 

. King. 0 

Clar, I shall be reconcil'd to him again. 98 
2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepar: 


to die. | } 
Clar. Are you called forth from ont of a wort 
of men, | | he 


To Slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 


Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? [OT 
What lawful quest have given their verdict up le 8. 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd or | 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence? death ? Jer 
Before I be convict by course of law, „ ki 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. ake 


I charge you, as you hope to have redemption, Nen. 
That you depart, and lay no bands on me: 99100 © 
'The deed you undertake is damnable. 13 
1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command, her 

2 Murd. And he that hath commanded, is ou! Mi 
king. | 8 

Clar. Erroneous vassal! the great King of king IA 


Hath in the table of his law commanded, 


That thou shalt do no murder; Wilt thou then rovo 
| | pur 
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burn at his edict, and fulfil a man's? 

ake heed ; ſor he holds vengeance in his hand, 

o hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl 
on thee, : 1001 

or false forswearing, and for murder too : 

'hou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 

quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 

didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous 

blade, | 

ſarip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 


1 


101 
J7( 
le! 


je! 


oa Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and 
"art defend, | | 

1 Murd, How canst thou urge God's dreadful 
ord law to us, 1009 


hen thou hast broke it in such dire degree ? 

Car. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 

or Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 

le sends you not to murder me for this; 

or in that sin he is as deep as I. 

God will be avenged for the deed, 

), know you yet, he doth it publickly ; 

ake not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 

le needs no indirect nor lawless course, 

ges cut off those that have offended him. 1019 

| Murd, Who made thee then a bloody minister, 

hen gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, | 

ou bat princely novice, was struck dead by thee 2? 

Car. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

King | me. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy 
ault, - | #1 

rovoke us hither now to slaughter the. 

Spur Clar. 
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Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me! 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for need, go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 
Who $hall reward you better for my liſe, 103 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Glo 


ter hates you. eil ein 
Cler, Oh, no: he loves me, and he holds tu 
dear: | | on 


Go you to him from me. 
Both. Ay, so we will. f 
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely fathe 
ä 
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm, 
And charg'd us from his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship: 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 104 
1 Murd. Ay, mill.stones; as he lesson'd us t 


Weep. 
Clar. 0, do not slander him, for he is kind. 
1 Murd. Right, as snow in barvest.—Com 

_ you deceive yourself; 
 'Tis he that sent us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sol 
That he would labour my delivery.  - 
IF 1 Murd, Why, so he doth, when he delivers yc 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heave! 
| 2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you mu 
die, my lord. 603» 104 
_ Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, * 


* 
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nd art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 

hat thou wilt war with God by murdering me ? 

, Sirs, consider, he that set you on | 

0 do this deed, vill hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do? 

Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 

hich of you, if you were a prince's son, 

eing pent from liberty, as I am now— 1060 

two such murderers as yourselves came to you— 

ould not entreat for life? as you would beg, 

ere you in my distress— 

1 Murd. Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and womanish. 

Clar. = to relent, is beastly, savage, de- 

vilich.— 

ly friend, I spy some pity in thy looks; 

„if thine eyes be not a flatterer, 

ome thou on my side, and entreat for me : 

begging prince what beggar pities not ? 

us 2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 1070 
1 Murd. Take that, and that ; if all this will 

id. not serve, [ Stabs him. 

om ll drown you in the malmsey. butt within. | Ext. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately dis- 

patch'd! 
Wow faiu like Pilate, would I wash my hands 


n so this most grievous guilty murder done! 

rs 0 Re-enter first Mardi: | 

eavel | 

Ba mus | Murd. How now ? what mean'st at, that 
10; thou help'st me not? 


have been. 
2 Mord. 


heaven, the duke shall know how alack you 


( 


—_— — 


fo 


From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 
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2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav'd hi 
brother ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I gay 
For J repent me that the duke is slain. 1 
1 Murd. So do not I; go, coward, as thou art. 
Well, P11 go hide the body in some hole, 108 
'Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away: 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. 
[Exit with the body 


ſ—ä—ö.—..ü— —ä— '. . ——e—P:.:᷑u— ' ' — An ( 
ACT IH. SCENE T. Q 
Dur 


The Court. Enter King Epwand sick, the Queen, Donse: 
Rrvens, HasTiNGs, BUckINGnanm, GREY, and others. 


King Edward. 


War, so; now have I done agood day's work; 
You peers, continue this united league: 
I every day expect an embassage 


And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven; 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 
Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grud; 
| ing hate ; 
And with my hand I — my true heart's love. 
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like! 
AK. Edw. Take heed you _—_ not before yo 
king; - : 
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est he, that is the supreme King of kings, 
onfound your hidden falsehood, and award | 
ither of you to be the other's end. | 
Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love! | 
Rio, And I, as I love Hastings with my heart! | 
K. Edw. Madam, yourcelf are not exempt in | 

this 6 
or your son Dorset—-Buckingbam, nor you; | 
ou have been factious one against the other. 20 | 
Vife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your | 


hand; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
Queen. There, Hastings ;—I will never more 
remember 1 
Dur former hatred, so thrive I, and mine! | 
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him ; — Hastings, 
| love lord marquis. - 
Dors. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
pon my part, shall be inviolable. | 
Hast. And so swear I. | 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 
ith thy embracements to my wife's allies, 30 
Nad make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his |} 
hate 
pon your grace, but with all duteous love 
| To the Queen. 
oth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
ve. With hate in those where I expect most love! 
ike! When I have most need to employ a friend, 
> Yo ay most assured that he is a friend, 
op, bellows 3 and full of guile, 


4% 


* 


— 
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Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love to you, or your's. 4 
. [ Embracing Rivers, &: 
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely. Buck. 
ingham, | 
Is this my vow unto my ickly heart. 

There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 

To make the blessed period of this. peace. 
Fare gt in good a here comes the noh!: b, 
- duke, 


Enter GLosTER. 


Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign, king, and 
queen; | 

And, princely ' peers, a happy time of day! 
X. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent tl. 

day — | 

Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers, | 

Glo. A blessed labour my most 80vereig" 
liege.— | 

Among this princely heap; if any here, 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

Hold me a foe; if I unwittingly, or in my rage 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 

To reconeile me to his friendly peace : 

'Tis death to me, to be at eamity ; 

J hate it, and desire all good men's love. — ©: 

First, mudam, Lentreat true peace of you, 

Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;-| 

| of Jen a noble cousin Buckingham, a 
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If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us 
Of you, lord Rivers—and, lord Grey, of you 
[hat all without desert have fagwn'd on me; 
Of you, lord Woodville—and, lord Scales, of you— | 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
do not know that Englishman alive, | 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 70 . 
More than the infant that is born to-night; 2 
thank my God for my humility. 

Queen. A holy-day this shall be bert here. 

after :— 
I would to God, all strifes were well com- 
pounded, — 

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this, 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? ' 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[They all start. 

You do him i injury, to scorn his corse. 80 
K. Edw. Who knows not, he is dead! who 
| knows, he is? | 
Queen, All-seeing heaven, what a world is this! 
Buck, Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest? 


Dors. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the  - | 


presence, 
But his red colour hath ſorsook his cheeks. 2 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was 
revers'd, | 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 

And that a wing'd Mercury did bear; 

dome tardy cripple bore the countermand, n 
That came too lag to see him buried: _—_— 
F ij God 


: 
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God grant that some, less noble, and less royal, 
Nearer, in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion! 


Enter Lord STANLEY, - 
Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service 


done! ; 
K. Edto. I pr'ythee, peace; my soul is full of 
sorrow. 
Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear 
me. | | i 
K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou re. 
quest'st? 
Stan, The forſeit, sovereign, of my servant's life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 100 


Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my bro. 
ther's death,  * | 
And shall that tougue give pardon to a slave? 

My brother kill'd no man, his fauft was thought, 

And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who su'd to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis'd ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love? 
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 110 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 


When Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me, 


And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king 2 

Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give himself, 


. 


All 


% 


= 


- 
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All thin and naked, to the numb.cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 120 

But, when your carters, or your waiting vassals, 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, _ 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: 

But for my brother, not a man would speak— 

Nor I, (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul.—The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his life; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life, 

O God! I fear, thy justice will take hold 131 

On me, and you, and mine, and your's, for this.— 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. Oh, 

Poor Clarence! | 
[Ezeunt King and Queen, HasTiNnGs, Rivers, 

Dons Er, and GRE. | 
Glo. These are the fruits of rashness l ark'd 
you not, ; 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence“ 

| death ? 

O! they did urge it still unto the king: 

God will revenge it. Come, lords; will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company ? 140. 
yeh. IE» wait upon your grace. 9 


| ee SCENE 


Tou cannot guess who _ your father's death. 
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SCENE n. 


ho. same. Enter the Dutchess of York, with the two 
Children of CLARENCE. 


Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead! 

Dutch, No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep. 80 olt? and beat 
your breast? 


And cry —0 Clarence, my unhappy son 


1 do you look on us, and shake your 
5 + head 

And call us—orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Dutch, My pretty cousins, you mistake me both; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 150 
As loth to lose him, not your father's death 
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost. 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he js 
| dead. 


The king my uncle is to blame for this: 
God will revenge it; whom I will importune 


With carnest prayers, all to that effect. 


Daugh. And so will J. 
. Dutch, Peace, children, peace! the King doth 
love you well: 
Incapable and shallow innocents, 


% 


Son. Grandam, we can: for my good uncle 
| Gloster | 161 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
| Devis'd impeachments to imprizon him: 


And 
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And when my uncle told me so, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 
Dutch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gen. 
tle shapes, | 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice! N 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 170 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, 
grandam ? 
Dutch. Ay, boy. 
Son, I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this ? 


id ? 


eat 


mr 


Enter the Queen; distractedly ; Rivens, and Donsur, 
after her, 


Queen. Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep ? 3 
To chide my fortune and torment myself? 
Pl join with black despair against my soul, 
And to myself become an enemy.— 
Dutch. What means this scene of rude impa- 
tiene? | 179 
h Queen. To make an act of tragic violence: 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead: 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
. Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap:— 
2 If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; 
| That our swift-wing'd souls may catch the king's ; * 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him . 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 8 
TT | 5 utch. 


— —— — 
—— — — 


I am not barren to bring forth laments : 
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ct 
Dutch, Ah, so much iuterest have I in thy sor. Q 
row, - | 

As Thad title in thy noble husband! 25 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death, 190 
And liv'd by looking on his images: I 

But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death; ( 
And I for comfort have but one false glass, ( 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. Al 
And hast the comfort. of thy children left, thee : Th 
But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine Sh 
5 arms, 0 * 83 11 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, WF T1 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief), — 201 A 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? P. 
Son. Ah, aunt! [ To the Queen.] you wept not Wi A 

for our father's death ; 2 


How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 
Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left un- 
moan'd, . Ne | . 
Your widow dolour likewise be unwept! 
Queen, Give me no help in lamentation, 


All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon, 210 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world! 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward! 
Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Cla- 
ene, 1 e 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 
F 277007 OO EI RE 17, * 
2a Queen. 


ef I] 


Sor. 


190 


Ce 


- 


&« IL. KING RICHARD 111. | 57 


Queen.” What stay had I, but Edward? and 
he's gone. | 
' Chil. What stay had we but Clarence? and 
he's gone. 


Dutch. What stays had I, but they? and they 
are gone. | 
Queen. Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 
Chil. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 
Dutch, Was never mother, had so dear a loss.“ 
Alas! I am the mother of these grief; 221 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she: 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I; 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they :— 
Alas! you three, on me, threefold distress'd, 
Pour all your tears; I am your sorrow's nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dors. Comfort, dear mother; God is much 
dis pleas'd, 230 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing: 
In common worldly things, 'tis call'd—ungratefu], 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more, to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 
Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young prince your cn send straight for 
him, 238 


| Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives: 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave, 


And plant your Joys in living Edward's throne. 
Enter 


— ——— 
88 E * * 
I \ 
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Enter GLosTER, Buck ixanau, STANLEY, HasTtiNGs, , 
YH RATCLIPE. 


Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them.-- 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not see your grace :—Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 15 | | 
Dutch. God bless thee; and put meekness in 
thy breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 
Glo. Amen; and make me dic a good old 
man! 250 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; 
O [ Aside, 


1 


I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 
Buck. You cloudy-princes, and heart-sorrow. 
ing peers, | 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 
Now cheer each other in each others love: 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 


We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
{ The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 


But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together, 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, aud kept: 
Me seemeth good, that, with some little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Rio. Why with some little train, my lord of 

Buckingham? l 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude, 

The 


——— äEàʃßö— 
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The new-heal'd wound of malice should break 
out; ? 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungo- 
vern'd : | 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please himself, 270 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of us; 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 
Riv. And so in me; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet, since, it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, | 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 280 
Hast. And so say I. 
Glo. Then be it so; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to 
Ludlow. 
Madam— and you my mother will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 
[ Exeunt Queen, &c. 


Manent BucKINGHAM and GLOSTER, 


Buck. My lord, whoever journies to the prince. 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home: 
For, by the way, I'Il sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the 
prince. | 290 
| Glo. 
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Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet My dear cousin, 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 


Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 
LExeunt. 


* 


ͤä„ä—— 
— — 


SCENE III. 


A Street near the Court. Enter two Citizens, meeting. Fe 


1 Cit, Good-morrow, neighbour : Whither Wy; 
away so fast? , 
2 Cit, I promise you, I hardly know myself : 
Hear you the news abroad ? 
1 Cit. Yes, that the king is dead. | 
2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady; seldom comes a 
better : 
I fear, I fear, *twill prove a giddy world. 300 


Euter another Citizen. 


3 Cit, Neighbours, God speed! 

1 C#, Give you good.morrow, sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Ed. 
_ ward's death? 


2 Cit, Ay, sir, it is too true; God help, the 4 
while ! 
3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 
world. 
1 Cit. No, no: by God's good grace, bis $08 Unt 
shall reign. All 
3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's govern'd by » W's 
child ! 2 


2 Cit, 


- 
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2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government ; 
hat, in his nonage, council under him, 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself, 310 
No doubt, shall then, and 'till then, govern 
we 
1 Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the sixth 
Vas crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 
3 Cit. Stood the state so? no, no, good friends, 
God wot : 
For then this land was famously enrich'd 
With politick grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncle to protect his grace. 
1 Cit, Why, so hath this, both by his father 
and mother, 
3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father; 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 320 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
Will touch us all too near if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster; 
And the queen's sons, and brothers, haught and 
proud: | 
And were they to be rul'd and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 
1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will 
be well. | | 
3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on 
their cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 331 
All may be well; but, if God sort it so, 
'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 
2 Git, Truly the hearts of men are full of Vo : 
G 1 ou 


int, 


8 A 


300 


Ed- 
the 
lous 
son 
by 3 
Cit, 


6 IN RICHARD 111. 44% Il 


You cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. | 
3 Ci, Before the days of change, still is it 50: 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensning danger ; as, by proof, we sce 
The water swell before a boist'rous storm. 34) 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 
2 Cit, Marry, we were sent for to the justices, 
3 Cit. And so was I; I'II bear you company, 
[ Exeunt, 


3363 


- SCENE IF. 


A Room in the Palace. Enter Archbishop of York, tl 
young Duke of York, the Queen, and the Dutchess of 
York. ; | 
Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at North. 

ampton ; 

At Stony.Stratford they do rest to-night : 

To-morrow, or next day, they will be'here. 

Dutch. Tlong with all my heart to see the prince; 

I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 
Queen. But I hear, no; they say my son ol 

Vork | 

Has almost overta'en him in his growth. 350 
Fork. Ay, mother, but I would not have it 50. 

Dutch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to 

grow. 
Fork. Grandam, one night as we did sit at sup- 
per, | 

My * Rivers talk'd how I did grow 

More than my brother; Ay, quoth my uncle 

Gloster. ee n 


fs Small 
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Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow 
apace : 


oed since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Zecause sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 
341 haste. | 
Dutch: Good faith, good faith, the saying did 
bd not hold | 
ny. In him that did object the same to thee: 360 


He was the wretched'st thing, when he was young, 

So long a growing, and so leisurely, . 

That, if his rule be true, he should be gracious. 

Arch. And $0, no doubt, he is, my gracious 

madam. | | 

Dutch. IJ hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 

Fork. Now, by my troth, if I had been re- 
member'd, 

I could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Dutch, How, my young York? I pr'ythee, 
let me hear it. 369 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast, 

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old; 

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Dutch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee 
this? 

Fork. Grandam, his nurse. 

Dutch, His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou 


wast born, | 
York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who 
ncle told me, | | 
Queen, A parlous boy ;—Go to, you are too 
mall Shrewd. © © INE 
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Dutch. Good madam, be not angry with the. 


child. - 
Queen, Pitchers have ears. _ 30. 
Enter a Messenger. | 0 


Arch. Here comes a messenger: What news? 
Mes. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to un. M 


fold. | 
Queen, How doth the prince ? | 
Mes. Well, madam, andin health.. 
Dutch. What is thy news? An 
Mes, Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, Fo 
Are sent to Pomfret, prisoners; and, with them, BW 
Sir Thomas Vaughan. | As 


Dutch. Who hath committed them ? 
Mes. The mighty dukes, Gloster and Bucking. 
ham. 390 
Queen, For what oſſence! ! 
Mes, The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 


[ 


Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. In 7 
Queen, Ah me, I see the ruin of my house! w 
The tyger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind ; din 


Insulting tyranny begins to jut 

Upon the innocent and awless throne :— 

Welcome destruction, blood and massacre! 

I see as in a map, the end of all. 4( 

Dutch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days 

How many of you have mine eyes behetd ! 

| My husband lost his life to get the crown; Phe” 

And often up and down my sous were tost, 

For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loss: 
And being seated, and domestick broils 5 

: | le 
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Act III. 


Clean over. blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother, - 
Blood to blood, self against self: O, preposterous 
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen; 410 
Or let me die, to look on death no more! 
Queen, Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
tuary.— 
Madam, farewell. 
Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 
Queen. You have no cause. 
Arch. My gracious lady, go, 
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, PII resign unto your grace 
The seal T keep : And so betide to me, 
As well T tender you, and all of yours! 420 
9 I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. 
[Exeunt. 


—— CC ——— 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


— 


In London. The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of 
Warrs, the Dukes of GosrEn and BUCKINGHAM, Car- 
dinal Boucnien, and others. | 


Buckingham. 


WzLcowe, sweet prince, to London, to your 
chamber, 
Glo, Welcome, dear cousin, my thought's sove- 
reign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy, 
Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the 
way | 
G it} Have 
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Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo, Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of 
Four years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguish of a man, 4 
Than of his outward shew ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous; 
Your grace attended to their sugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from such false 
friends! 
Prince. God keep me from false friends! bu! 
they were none. : 
Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes tc 
greet you. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train. 


Mayor. God bless your grace with health aud 
happy days ! 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord ;—and 
thank you all, — 

I thought, my mother, aud my brother York, 20 
Would long ere this have met us on the way: 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings! that he comes not 
To- tell us, whether they will come, or no. 


Enter Hasrixes. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the sweat- 
ing lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my lord: What, will our 
mother come? | | 
| Hasi. 


ct HI KING RICHARD 111. 67 


Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 

he queen your mother, and your brother York, 

lave taken sanctuary : The tender prince 

Vould fain have come with me to meet your grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld, 30 

Buck. Fie! What an indirect and peevish 
course 5 

s this of her's,?— Lord cardinal, will your grace 

ersuade the queen to send the duke of York 

Unto his princely brother presently ? 

If she deny—lord Hastings, you go with him, 

And from her jealous arms-pluck him perforce. 

Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory | 

Can from his mother win the duke of York, 

Auon expect him here: But if she be obdurate 

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 40 

We should infringe the holy privilege 

Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land, 

Would I be.guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my 
lord, 

[100 ceremonious, and traditional: 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 

ou break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

the benefit thereof is always granted 

10 those whose dealings have deserv'd the place, 

Ind those who have the wit to claim the place: 

his prince hath neither claim'd it, nor desery'd 
it; | 51 

Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 

Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 

You break no privilege nor charter there, _ 


ut 


ot 


at- 
Our 
1, 


— 
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Oft have I heard of sanctuary men; 
But sanctuary children, ne'er till now. 
Card. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind 
for once.— = 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 
Hast. I go, my lord. 
Prince, Good lords, make all the speedy hast 


you may. 
Exeunt Cardinal, and HastiNcs 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 61 


Where shall we sojourn *till our coronation ? 
Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal sel. 
If I may counsel you, some day, or two, 
Your highness shall re pose you at the Tower: 
Then where you please, and shall be thought mos 
G | 
For your best health and recreation. 
Prince, I do not like the Tower, of any place: 
Did Julius Czsar build that place, my lord? 
Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place; 
Which since, succeeding ages have re-edify'd. 7! 
Prince, Is it upon record ; or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 
Buck, Upon record, my gracious lord. 
Prince, But say, my lord, it were not regis- 
ter'd ; 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age, 
As *twere retail'd to all posterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 
Glo. So wise, so young, they say, do ne'er lite 


D [ Avide, 
Prince. What say you, uncle? 80 
Glo, I say, without characters, fame lives long. 


Thus 


fet III. ning nichAnb nt. 69 


hus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, e Avide 
moralize— two meanings in one word, N 
Prince. That Julius Cæsar was a famous man; 
ith what his valour did enrich his wit, | 
is wit set down to make his valour live: 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 
'or now he lives in fame, though not in life.— 
'Il tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 
Buck. What, my gracious lord ? 90 
Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
Jt win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king. 
Glo, Short summers lightly have a forward 
spring. 5 LAside. 


4 Enter Vonx, HasTiNGs, and the Cardinal. 
' Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the duke 


lace: 
of York. Ne 
lac: Prince. Richard of York! how fares our loy. 
a 1 ing brother ? | 
* Fork. Well, my dread lord; so must I call you 
now, 

Prince, Ay, brother ; to our grief, as it is 

regis yours : 


Too late he died, that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 100 

Glo, * fares our cousin, noble lord of 

York ? 

r lie. York. I thak you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
Aside Lon said, that idle weeds are fast in growth: 

90% he prince, my brother hath outgrown me far. 
long Glo, He hath, my lord. | 
Thus Tork. Ang therefore is he idle. PE 

k ; q. 
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Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say $0. 
York.” Then is he more beholden to you than !. 
Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign: 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 110 
York, I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger 
Glo. A dagger, little cousin? with all uy 
heart. 
Prince. A beggar, brother? | 
York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give; 
And, being but a toy, which is no gift to give. 
Glo, A greater gift than that I'll give my cou. 
Sin. | 
York. A greater gift! O, that's the sword & 
it? | 
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough, 
York. O then, I see, you'll part with but light 
gifts; | | 
In weightier things you'll say a beggar, nay. 12 
Glo. Itis too weighty for your grace to wear. 
York. I weigh it lightty, were it heavier. 
Glo. What, would you have my weapen, little 
lord ? | 
York. I would, that I might thank you as you 
call me. | 
Glo, How? 
York. Little. 
Prince, My lord of York will still be cross i 
talk ;— | 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
| me: | 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 130 
Because that I am little like an ape, 1 
5 2 


- 
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Te thinks that you Would bear me on your 


ml. 

by shoulders. 

110 Buck. With what a ap. provided wit t he rea- 
ger sons! 

̃ oe mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 


e prettily and aptly taunts himself: 
zo cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo; My lord, will't please you pass along ? 
[yself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Vill to your mother: to entreat of her, 
Lo meet you at the Tower, and welcome you; 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my 


rd to 
lord ? 121 
gh. 9 wy lord protector needs will have it 


York, I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what should you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence” angry ghost ; 
y grandam told me he was murder'd there. 
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. | 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need nos 

fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 150 
linking on them, go I unto the Tower. 
[Exeunt Prince, York, HasTixes, Cards. 
nal, and Attendants, 
Buck. Think you, my lord, this little - prating 
York 

ſas not incensed by his subtle mother, 
o taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt: O, tis a parlons 


boy: 
Bold, 


588 in 


nim. 
with 


He 
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Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck, Well, let them rest,—Come hither, 
Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend 
As closely to conceal what we impart 100 
Thou know*'st our reason's urg*dupon the way; 


What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter d 

To make William Lord Hastings of our mind, 

For the instalment of this noble duke C 

In the seat royal of this famous isle ? | G 
Cates. He for his father's sake so loves th: 7 


prince, 
That he will not be won to ought against him. 
Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley! 
will not he ? 
Cates. He will do all in all as Hastings doth, 
Buck. Well then, no more but this; Go, gentle 
Catesby, AD \ 
And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : . 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, * 
Be thou so too; and so break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination: 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 18( 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 
Glo. Commend me to lord William: tell him 


Catesby, : 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
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0-morrow are let blood at. Pomfret. castle; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
{ive mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business 


soundly. 
Cates. My good lords both, with all the heed I £ 
10 can. | 
2 Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
sleep? 
Cates; You shall, my lord. 190 
Glo. At Crosby-Place, there you shall find us 
th both. . [ Exit Carrsnx. 
Back. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 


astings will not yield to our complots e 

Glo. Chop off his head, man ;— somewhat we 
will do ;— 

\nd, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 

he earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 

Vhereof the King my brother was possess'd. 

Buck, I'll claim that promise at your grace's 
hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all Kind- 
ness. 

ome, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 200 

'e may digest our complots i in some form. 

Len 
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SCENE IT. 


— — 


Before Lord HAsr Nes“ Rouse. Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. My lord, my lord 
Hast. [Within] Who knocks ? 
Mes. One from lord Stanley. | 
Hast. What is't o'clock ? 

Mes. Upon the stroke of four. 


Enter HasTiNGs, 


Hast. S thy master sleep these tedious 
nights? 
Mes. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 
Hast. And then— =>. 00 
Mes. Theu certifies your lordship, that this 
night 
He dreamt, the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held; 


And that may be determin'd at the one, 


Which may make you and him to rue at the other, 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's plea- 
sure 
If presently you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him towards the 
north, 
To shun the danger that his soul divine. 219 
Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils: 
His honour, and myself, are at the one; 
And at the other, is wy good friend Cateoby ; | 
ere 
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Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance. 
And for his dreams—I wonder, he's so fond 

To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 

To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar, to follow us, 230 
And make pursnit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us Kindly. 
Mes. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you 
say. | [ Exit, 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cates, Many good-morrows to my noble lord! 
Hast. Good-morrow, Catesby ; you are early 
Stirring ; 

What news, what news, in this our tottering state? 

Cates. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 

And, I believe, will never stand upright, 240 

'Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. - 
Hast. How! wear the garland ! dost thou mean 

the crown ? ; x 

Cates.. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I'Il have this crown of mine cut from my 
Shoulders, 

Before I'll see the crown so foul misplac'd. _ 

But can'st thou guess that he doth aim at it? 

Cates. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you 

forward Fe 

Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 

And, thereupon, he sends you this good news 
| 1 ij That, 
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That, this $ame very day, yonr enemies, 250 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries: | 
But that I'll give my voice on Richard's side, Fez 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, | 8 
God knows, I wil not do it, to the death. 

Cates, God keep your lordship in that graciou Vo. 


mind ! I de 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 5 
hence * | I hc 

That they, who brought me in my master's hate, And 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 260 Was 


Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, Thir 
Pl! send some packing, that yet think not on't. Ive 


Cates. *Tis a vile thing to die, my graciou WF S 
, lord, 2094 
When men are unprepar'd and look not for it. Wer, 
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it 
out 5 And 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so twill do But 
With some men else, who thiok themselves as safe This 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'st are dear Pray 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. Wha 
Cates. 'The princes both make high account of 
vou | 27088 He 
For they account his head upon the bridge. 
WT” DAs ide. ] To. d. 
Hast. I know they do; and I have well de. Sec 
serv'd it. | 
| | Than 
* 


Ente 


. 22 KING RICHARD 111. 77. 


50 
Enter STANLEY. | 
Come on, come on, where is your boar.spear, 
| man ? | 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
Stan. My lord, good morrow ;—and good 
morrow, Catesby :— | 
You may jest on, but by the holy rood, 
Ido not like these several councils, I. 
Hast. My lord, 
I hold my life as dear as you do your's; 
And never, in my days, I do protest, 280 
Was it more precious to me than *tis now: | 
Think you but that I know our state secure, 
[ would be so triumphant as I am ? 
ou WF Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 
Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were 
Is it Sure, 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 
o But yet, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast. 
saſe This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt : 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is 
spent. F 290 
Hast. Come, come, have with you. Wot 
you what, my lord? 7 
idle To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. -_. 
de. Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear 
their heads, | : 
Than some that have accus'd them wear their 
hats,” ; 
But come, my lord, let's away. 
| H Ji} Enter 


nte 


Ce ape — 
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Enter 4 Pursuivant. 
Hast. Go on before, I'll talk with this good 


fellow. 
| [Exeunt Lord STANLEY, and CArksnv. 
Sirrah, how now, how goes the world with thee? 
Purs, The better that your lordship please to 
ask. | 
Hast, I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'st me last where now we 
meet: | 300 
Then I was going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee (keep it to thyself), 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And TI in better state than ere I was. | 
Purs, God hold it, to your honour's good con. 


tent! 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow. There, drink that 
for me. [ Throws him his purse. 


Purs, I thank your honour. | 
| | [Exit Purgutvanl, 


Enter a Priest. 


Priest. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see 
- your honour. 
Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my 
heart. 310 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next sabbath, and I will content you. 


Enten BUCKINGHAM. 
Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham- 


berlain? © 
Your 


Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest ; 

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast. Good faith, and when I. met this holy 
man | 

Whe men you talk of came info my mind. 

Vhat, go you toward the Tower? 


there : ; V 
shall return before your lordship thence, 320 
Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 
Buck. And supper tos, although thou know'st 
it not. go [ Aside, 
ome, will you go ? 
Hast. I'Il wait upon your lordship. [ Exeunt. 


— —— 


SCENE III. 


before Pomfret-Castle. Enter Sir Ricnanb Rarcirr, con- 
ducting Lord Rivers, Lord Ricnanẽd Grey, and Sir 
Taomas VAUGHAN, to execution. 


. Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Rio, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this 
10 0-day shalt thou behold a subject die, 

or truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 
ny Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack 
10 of you ! | 


knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 330 
Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this 

hereafter. | | 
Rat. Dispatch: the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody 


prison, | 
ur . Fatal 
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Buck, 1 do, my lord; but long I shall not stay 
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Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 
Richard the second here was hack'd to death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 
Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon 
our heads, c 
When she exclaim'd on Hastings, you and I, 340 
For standing by, when Richard stabb'd her son. 
Rio, Then curs'd she Hastings, curs'd che 
_ Buckingham, | 
Then curs'd she Richard :—O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us ! 
As for my sister, and her princely sons 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'st, unjusly must be spilt ! .. 
Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is now exW*5 8 
pir'd. | 
Riv, Come, Grey—come, Vaughan—let u 
here embrace: 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. 33 


| [Exeunt 
: | | Ely 
SCENE IV. Glo 
The Tower. Buckincnam, STANLEY, HasTINGs, Bi haye 
f Err, Carxsav, LovEL, with others, at a table. ly abs 
Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we aWhich 
met _ ; Buck 


 Ts—to determine of the coronation : . | 
In God's name, speak, when is the royal day? 
Buck, Are all things ready for that royal — 
| | (a 
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Stan. They are, and wants but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind 
herein ? : | | 
Vho is most inward with the noble duke? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest 


| 
lor I of his, my lord, than you of mine :— | 


know his mind. 
24088 Buck. We know each other's faces: for our 
n. hearts | 360 
he le knows no more of mine, than I of your's; 
0d, ord Hastings, you and he are ncar in love. 


Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me 
well : | 

But, for his purpose in the coronation, x 

have not sougded him, nor he delivered 

lis gracious pleasure any way therein: 

but you, my noble lord, may name the time; 

ind in the duke's behalf P11 give my voice, 

hich, I presume, he'll take in gentle part. 370 


Enter GLosTER. 


Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke him. 
self. 
Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all good. 

morrow. 
haye been long a sleeper; but, I trust, 
ly absence doth neglect no great design, | 
hich by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my 
lord, | | 7 
liam lord Hastings, had pronounc'd your 
part— 1 
I mean 
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I mean, your voice—for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
- bolder; x 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.— 
My lordof Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 38! 
TI 8aw good strawberries in your garden there; 
I do beseech you, send for some of them. 
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all ny 
| heart. [Exit Ery, 
Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business; 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent 
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 390 
Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I'll go with 


you. 
822 GLrosteR, and Buck IN GAM 
Stan. We have not yet set down this day d 
triumph. gh 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not s0 well provided, 


As else I would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Re-enter Bishop of ELv. | 


Ely. Where is my lord protector? I have sent 
For these'straw berries. . 
Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smootl 
this morning: 5 8 
There's some conceit or other likes him well, 
| When he doth bid good-morrow with such spirit, 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom, ba, 
| 1 an 
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an lesser hide his love, or hate, than he; 
or by his face straight shall you know his heart. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his 
face 
By any likelihood he shew'd to-day? e 
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is of. 
fended ; | 


For, were he, he had shewn it in his looks. 


Re-enter GLosTER, and BUCKINGHAM. 


Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve. 
hat do conspire my death with devilish plots 
f damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail'd 
pon my body with their hellish charms? 411 
Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my 
lord, 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders; Whosoe'er they be, 
say, my lord, they have deserved death. 
Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their 
evil, 6 | | - 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up: 
Aud this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch, 
onsorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 420 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord— e 
Glo. If! thou protector of this damned 
| strumpet, | 
Talk'st thou to me of ifs ?—Thou art a traitor :. 
Off with his head !—now, by saint Paul I swear 
| will not dine until T see the same. 


Lovel, 
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Lovel, and Catesby, look that it be done ; 
The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me. 
[Exit Council, with Ricuanry and Buck. 
| INGHAM, 
Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for 
me; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this: 400 
Stanley did dream, the boar did raise his helm; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly. 
ree times to-day my foot.cloth horse din. 
stumble, 
And started, when he look'd upon the 'Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I need the priest that spake to me : 1 
I now repent I told the pursuivant, ws 
As too triamphing, how mine enemies 
To.day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 


And I myself secure in grace and favour. 440 
O, Margaret, Margaret! now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. Pe 
Cates. Dispatch, my lord, the duke would be al * 
dinner; 
Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. pe! 
Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, At a 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! N Bat 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 2 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 4 
Lov, Come, come, dispatch; 'tis bootless t 


1 exclaim. 
Hast. Oh, wand) Richard !—miserable Eng 
land! Gl 
I pro 


"C24 


= 
. #4 
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I prophesy the fearful'st time to thee, 

That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 


[-Exeunt. 
3 8 ö 
SCENE J. | 
The Tower-walls. Enter Groster, and BUCKINGHAM, in 
rusty armour, marvellous ill-favour'd. 


Glo. Come, cousin, cans't thou quake, and 
change thy colour ? | 1 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word | 
And then again begin, and stop again, 459 
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror! 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep trage- 
dian; | 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace my stratagems, 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 
Glo. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor 
along. 


Enter the Lord-Mayor, and Carxsnv. 


Buck, Let me alone to entertain him.— Lord. 

mayor! f 470 

Glo, Look to the draw. bridge there. Cy 
57h Bucks 


- 
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Buck. Hark! a drum. 
Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck, Lord- mayor, the reason we have sent for 
vou ; TH 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are ene. 

| mies. 
Buck. God and our innocency defend and 
guard us. 


Enter Lover, and RaTcLivy, with HasTINGs' head. 


Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratclif, 
and Lovel. | 

Lov, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo, So dear I lov'd the man, that I must weep, 
I took him for the plainest harmless creature, 48! 
That breath'd upon the earth a christian; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 


The history of all her secret thoughts: 


So smooth he daub'd his vice with shew of virtue. 
That his apparent open guilt omitted 
I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife— 
He liv'd from all attainder of suspect. 
Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st sh. 
ter'd traitor 489 
That ever liv'd. Look you, my lord. 
mayor, | 
Would you imagine, or almost believe 
(Wer't not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you), the subtle traitor 


This day had plotted, in the. council-house, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ? 


"ou 


Mayor, What! had he so? 
, 766, 
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Glo. What! think yon we are Turks, or in. 
fidels 3 ;: i: / | 
Or that we would, against the form of law, 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death; 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 500 
[he peace of England, and our person's' safety, 
WEnforc'd us to this execution? 
Mayor. Now, fair befall you! he deserv'd his 

death; _ | 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore, 
Buck, Yet had we not determin'd he should 
die, 
Uutil your lordship came. to see his end; 509 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented: 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
he manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signiſy*d the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 
Mayor. But, my good lord, your grace's word 
shall serve, | 
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak: 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 520 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 
Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship 
here, 4 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 
LS Buck. 


for 
ne, 


and 


ls, 
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Buck, But since you came too late of our intent, Wi 
Let witness what you hear we did intend : Wi 
And so my good lord.mayor, we bid farewell. . 


deer. Mayor, Loc 

Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post; 

There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 530 

Infer the bastardy of Edward's children; 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for saying—he would make his son 

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house, 

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 

Which stretch'd unto their servants, daughters, 
wives, 

Even where his ranging eye, or savage heart, 

Without controul, listed to make his prey; 540 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person : 

Tell them when that my mother went with child 8 

Of that insatiate Edward, noble Vork, | 

My princely father then had wars in France ; 


And, by just computation of the time, wh, 
Fouud that the issue was not his begot ; 114 


Which well appeared in his lineaments, Pi 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father. p wy 
Yet touch this sparingly, as *twere far off; 549 The 
Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. i 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord; Pll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which plead, 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 
Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Bay. 
-_  nard's castle; 


Where 
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Where you shall find me well accompanied, 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 
Buck, I go; and, towards three or four o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 
Exit BucRxINx HAM. 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor 
Shaw | 
o thou to friar Penker ;—bid them both 560 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's castle. 
[Exeunt Lover, and CATESBY. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
o draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [| Ex. 


nt 


—- 


SCENE F/T. 
540 | 
: 4 Street. Enter a Serivener. 
d 


Seriv. Here is the indictment of the $009 lord 
Hastings : 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd, 
That it may be to.day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together :— 
Eleven hours IJ have spent-to write it over, 570 
540 Tor yesternight by Catesby was it sent me; 
The precedent was full as long a doing: 
And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd, 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while ?— 
gross, 
That cannot see this palpable device ? * 
| 1 li] Vet 


8. 
ator, 


Bay- 


"here 


Who is 80 
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Yet who so bold, but says—he sees it not? 
Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. 

| [ Exit, 


—— ä 


— 


— — 


SCENE VII. 


Baynard's Castle. Enter GtosrkEn, and BUCKINGHAN, at 
Several doors. | 


Glo, How, now, how now? what say the citi. 
zens ? 580 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's 
children ? | 
Buck, I did; with his contract with Lady 
LAST," 
And his contract by deputy in France : 
The ensatiate greediness of his desires, 
And his enforcement of the city wives ; 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy,— 
As being got, your father then in France, 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments— 591 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouch'd, or slightly bandled, in discourse. . 
| | And, 


I 


91 


id, 
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nd, when my oratory grew toward end, 599 
bade them, that did love their country's good, 
ry God save Richard, England's royal king ! 
Glo. And did they so? 
Buck, No, so God help me, they spake not a 
word ; 
ut like dumb statues, or unbreathing stones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilfal si- 
lence ? 
His answer was—the people were not us'd 
o be spoke to, but by the recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again ;— 610 
Thus gaith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd ; 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
At lower end o'the hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And some ten voices cry'd, God sade king Rich. 
ard! | 
And thus I took the vantage of those few— 
Thanks gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout, 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off and came away. 620 
Glo, What tongueless blocks were they; 
Would they not speak? | | 
Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 
Buck, The mayor is here at hand; intend some 
fear ; | | | 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit; 
And look you get a prayer-bcok in your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lan. : 
or 
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For on that ground I'll make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take 


| 
Glo. I go; and if you plead as well for them, 
As I can say nay to thee for myself; 631 


No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 
Buch. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor 
knocks. Exit GLosTrn. 


Enter the Lord Mayor and Citizens. 


Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal.— 


Enter CATESBY. 


Now, Catesby, what says your lord to my request! 
Cates. He doth entreat your grace, my noble 
lord, 
To visit him to-morrow or next day: 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; 640 
And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 
Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the 3 
duke; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor, and aldermen, 
In deep desigus, i in matter of great moment, 
Noless importing than our general good, 
Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cates, I'II signify so much unto him ay FI 
xl, 
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is — an 
0 Edward! 


— 


Ile 
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eis not lolling on a lewd day- bed, 650 

But on his knees at meditation; | | 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul; 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof; 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne'er win him to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God defend his grace should 
say us nay! 

Buck. I fear, he will: Here Catesby comes 
again : 660 

* Re-enter CATESBY. 


Catesby, what says your lord ? 
Cates. He wonders to what end you have as- 
sembled 

Such troops of citizens to come to him, 

His grace not being warn'd thereof before: 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 

Suspect me, that I mean no good to him, 

By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Carrsnx. 

When holy and devout religious men 670 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence ; 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 


st! 
ble 


940 


OUus 


Ce, 


Enter GLosrER above, between two Bishops, CaTvesBY 
returns, 


Mayor. See, where his grace stands 'tween two 
clergymen ! 


il. 
an 


Ile - Buck. 


/ 
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Buck, Two props of virtue fora christian prince, 

To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand : 

True ornaments to know a holy man.— 

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests; 

And pardon us the interruption 680 
Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology : 
I rather do beseech you pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Deferr'd the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure? 

Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God 

above, | 
And all good men of this ungovern'd isle. 

Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence, 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye; 690 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buch. You have, my lord; Would it might 

please your grace, | 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a christian 

land ? 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you 

resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors, 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 
Thelineal glory of your royal house, 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock: 700 
Whilst in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts 
(Which here we waken to our country's good.) 
'The 


ce, 


680 


The noble isle doth want her proper limbs; 
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Her face defac'd with scars of infamy, 
fer royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land: 710 
Not as protector, steward, substitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
But as successively, from blood to blood, 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 
Your very worshipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement instigation, 
In this just suit come I to move your grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, "x20 
Best fitteth my degree or your condition : 
For, not to answer, you might haply think, 
[ongue. ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereiguty, 
Which fondly you would here impose on me : 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
$0 season'd with your faithful love to me, 
then, on the other side I check'd my friends. 
herefore—to speak, and to avoid the first; 


and then, in speaking, not to incur the last— 730 


Definitively thus I answer you. 

lour love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
nmeritable, shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cnt away, 


\nd that my path were eyen to the crown, 4 
8 


| 
| 
| 
| 


—— — — —— 


—— — — 
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As my right revenue and due by birth ; To 
Vet so much is my poverty of spirit, | By 
So mighty, and so many, my defects, IThi 
That I would rather hide me from my greatnes- HM 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea 7 sar 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid, I g: 
And in the vapour of my glory smother'd. The 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me Thi 
(And much I need to help you, if need were ;) If n 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, Yet 
Which, mellow'd by the stcaling hours of time, Pro 
Will well become the seat of majesty, Un 
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 1 


On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars— 750 I 

Which, God defend, that 1 Should wring fron 

| him! C 
Buck, My tord, this argues conscience in your 

grace ; 

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered. 

You say that Edward is your brother's son; 

So tay we too, but not by Edward's wife: 

For drt was he contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 

To Bona, sister to-the king of France. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care.craz'd mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 


0 


Ill 


ts 


To 
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To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call—the prince. 


More bitterly could I expostulate, 770 


Save that, for reverence to some alive, 
I gave a sparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take your — self 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity: 
If not to bless us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing time, 
Unto a lineal true.derived course. 
Mayor. Do, good my lord; your citizens en- 


treat you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd 
love. 780 

Cates. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful 
suit. 

Glo, Alas, why would you heap those cares on 
me ? 


| am unfit for state aud majesty :— 

do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

cannot, nor I will not yield to you. i 
Buck. If you refuse it as in love and zeal, 
Loth to depose the child, your brother's son; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 

Vhich we have noted in you to your Kindred, 790 
And equally, indeed, to all cstates— 

et know, whe'r you accept our svit or no, 
our brother's son shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 


K And, 


_— — —— — ww ww ͤ — 
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And, in this resolution, here we leave you ;— 
Come, citizens, we- will entreat no more. 
[ Exeunt, 
Cates, Call them again, sweet prince, accept 
their suit; 
If you deny them, all the land wil! rue it. 700 
Glo. Will you enfFrce me to a world of cares! 
Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone, 
[ Exit CATEsBY 
But penetrable to-your kind entreaties, 
Albeit against my conscience and my soul 


Re-enter BuckincuAam, and the rest. 
Cousin of Buckingham—and sage, grave men 


Since you will buckle fortune on my back, pefort 
To bear her burden, whe'r I will or no, and 
I must have patience to endure the load: 0 


But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
Attend the sepuel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 81! 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God doth know, and you may partly see, 
How far I am from the desire of this. 

Mayor, God bless your grace! we see it, and 

will say it. 


Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 4 

Buck. Then I salute you with this roy: hap 
title— Que, 

Long live king Richard, England's wortl 

king! 4 Ann 

All. Amen. 

Buck. 'To-morrow may it please you to bn t 
erown'd? o grat 


Gl 
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fe IV. 
Glo. Even when you please, for you will have 


it 80. 820 
i. Buch. To.morrow then we will attend your | 
pt grace ; 


And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

Glo. [To the Clergymen.) Come, let us to 
our holy work again :— 

"arewell, good cousin ;—farewell gentle friends. 

[ Exeunt, 


yo 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


before the Tower. Enter the Queen, Dutchess of York, 
and Marquis of Donsr, at one door; ANNE, Dutchess of 
GLOSTER, leading Lady MARGARET PLANTAGENET, CLA- 
RENCE'S young daughter, at the other. 


Dutchess. 


Vno meets us here ?—my niece Plantagenet, 
ed in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 
ow, for my life, she's wand'ring to the Tower, 
In pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince.— 
ughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

happy and a joyful time of day! 


811 


„ An 


ruth, 


= Queen. As much to you, good sister! Whither 
rortl away ? 
Aung. No further than the Tower; and, as I 
guess, 
to on the like devotion as yourselves, 10 
o gratulate the gentle princes there. 


Queen, 


K 15 


Gl 
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Queen. Kind sister, thanks; we'll enter all 
together: 


Enter BrAKENBURY. 


Aud, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince, and my young son of York? 
Brak. Right well, dear madam : By your pa. 
tience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them; 
The king hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 
Queen, The king ! who's that? 
Brak. I mean, the lord protector. 20 
Queen, The lord protect him from that king) 
title ! 
Hath he set bounds between their love, and me ? 
I am their mother, Who shall bar me from them? 
Dutch. I am their father's mother, I will see 
them. 
Anne. Their aunt am I in law, in love, their 
mother ; 
Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril, 
Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so; 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me, 
[ Exit BRAKESBURY, 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 
hence, 


And I'll salute your grace of Vork as mother, f 
An 


ml 


all 


Act IV. 


And reyerend looker- on, of two fair queens, — 
Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster, 
[ To the Dulchess of GiosTER. 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 
Queen, Ah, cut my lace asunder ! 
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 
Or else I 8woon with this dead. killing news. 
Anne,,Despightful tidings! O unpleasing news! 
Dors, Be of good cheer :— Mother, how fares 
your grace ? 
Queen, O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee 
gone, 40 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children : 
If thou wilt out-strip death, go cross the seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house, 
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Lest thou increase the number of the dead; 


And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 
Stan, Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam : 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 50 
You shall have letters from me to my sou 
On your behalf, to meet you on the way: 
Be not ten tardy by unwise delay. 
Dutch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery! 


8 O my accursed womb, the bed of death; 
| A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world , 


Whose unavoided eye is murderous ! 
Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste was 
x iij Anne. 


—ͤ—ñ—jĩ4ä—n — — . —̊ᷣ— 


For never yet one hour iu his bed 


102 KING RICHARD 111, Act IV. 
Anne, And I with all unwillingness will go.— 


O, would to God, that the inclusive verge 60 Q 
Of golden meta], that must round my brow, 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! 4 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can 8ay—God save the queen ! D 


Queen. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory; A. 
To feed my humour, wish myself no harm. 
Anne. No! Why? — When he, that is my hus. D. 


band now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse ; 70 th 
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his 
hands, 70 tl 


Which issued from my other angel husband, 70 

And that dead saint which then I weeping fol. Wton 
low'd; ight 

O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face, Inde 

This was my wish—Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, Cue 

For making me, so young, $0 old a widow ! 

And, when thou wed et, let sorrow haunt thy bed; Wity, » 


And be thy wife, (if any be 80 mad) hom 
More miserable A the life of thee, | ough 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death! "de r 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, or te 


Even in so short a space, my woman's heart 80 fool; 


Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 


And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse: 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest; 


Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd. 


Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 
X An 
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nd will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 
Queen, Poor heart, adicu; I pity thy com- 


plaining. 
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for 
your's, 90 


Dors. Farewell, thou woeful welcomerof-glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave 
of it! 
Dutch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee !— [To Dorstr. 
;0 thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !— 
| [To ANNE. 
o thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee ! [To the Queen. 
l. Wl to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me! 
ighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 
Ind each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of ten. 
, Queen, Stay yet; look back, with me, unto 
the Tower.— | 
ed; Wity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 100 
hom envy hath immur*d within your walls! 
ough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 
ude ragged nurse! old sullen play-fellow 
or tender princes, use my babies well! 


80 MW foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. | 
[ Exeunt, 
rse: | 
st; 
l. e 1 
nd 


—_ 3 2 . , , ˙ ˙ꝙ' ee reres e t 
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| An 
SCENE IT. WI 
1 
The Court, Flourish of trumpets. Enter Ricnano, 4 4 
King, Bucxincnam, CATEsBY, 4 Page, and others. . 
a 
K. Rich, Stand all apart. —Cowls of Buck. f 
ingham— 
Buck, My gracious sovereign. Bet 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand, Thus high, his 
thy advice, 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated :— ( 
But shall we wear these glories for a day? II I 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them? Ani 
Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them last ha 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play ti: Wig 
touch, Bo 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed: — 1 
Young Edward lives; — Think now what I would h 
speak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. Wo 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say I wou P 
be king. Wh. 
Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice-renowne Gol 
liege. And 
K. Rich. Ha! am I king? Tis so: but Ed. X 
ward lives. P 
Buck. True, noble prince. 22K 


K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 
That Edward still should live — true! noble 
prince! 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull :— 
Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead; 


— — — 


And 


And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 
What say'st thou now? Speak suddenly, be brief. 
Buch. Your grace may do your pleasure. 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind. 
ness freezes : | 
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die? 


ick. Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, 


dear tord, | 130 
Before I positively speak in this: 
ul will resolve your grace immediately. 
[ Exit Buckix AM. 
A Cates, The king is angry; see he gnaws his lip. 
11 K. Rich. Iwill converse with iron-witted fools, 
And unrespective boys; none are for me, 
last hat look unto me with considerate eyes :— 


" the WHigh reaching Buckingham grows circumspect, — 
Bo 


age, My lord. 
ould K. Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom cor. 
rupting gold | 140 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 
Page. I know a discontented gentleman, 
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
K. Rich. What is his name? 
Page. His name, my lord, is—Tyrrel. 
K. Rich. I partly know the man; Go, call him 
hither, boy. [Exit Boy. 
he deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 
lath he so long held out with me untir'd, 151 
And stops he now for breath ?—well, be it so.— 
Enter 
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— EOS. >. _ o 


— 7 — 


| 
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Enter STANLEY. 


How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 
Stan. Know, my loving lord, 

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby : rumour it 

abroad, | 
That Anne my wife is very grievous sick: 
I will take order for her keeping close. 
Inquire me out some mean-horn gentleman, 160 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence? daughter; 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.— 
Look, how thou dream'st!—I say again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die: 
About it; for it stands me much upon, 
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage 
me,— ; [Exit Carxszr. 

I must be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass :— 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain! But I am in 170 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear.falling pity dwells not in this eye, — 


Enter TyrrEr, 


Is thy name—Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient 
subject. 

K. Rich, Art thou, indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend 
of mine? 

Tyr. 
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Tyr. Please you; but I had rather kill two 


enemies. | 
K. Rich. Why, then thou hast it; two deep 
enemies, 8 : 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers, 
Are they that I would have thge deal upon: 181 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I'II rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou sing'st sweet musick. Hark, 
come hither, Tyrrel ; 
Go, by this token :—Rise, and lend thine car: 

[ Whispers. 

There is no more hut so: — Say, it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr. I will dispatch it straight. Exit. 


Re-enter BUCKINGHAM. 


Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind 

hat late demand that you did sound mein, 191 

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to 

Richmond. | 

Buck. I hear the news, my lord. | 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son :— Well, 
look to it. 

Buck, My lord, I claim the gift, my due by 
promise, | 

For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 

The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 

hich you have promis'd I shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if she 

\ convey 


ttors fo Richmond, you shall answer it. 200 
Buck, 


108 KING RICHARD 111. | Act IV. 


Buck, What says your highness to my just re. 

quest ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me—Henry the sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 

A king !—perhaps— 

Buck. My lord 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not 

at that time 

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill 

him? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom— 

K. Rich. Richmond! — When last I was at 

Exeter, 210 

The mayor in courtsy shew'd me the castle, 

And call'd it—Rouge-mont : at which name, I 

Started ; 

Because a bard of Ireland told me on ce, 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 
Buck. My lord 
K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 

Buck, I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promis'd me. 

K. Rich. Well, but what's o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon, the stroke of ten. 220 

K. Rich, Well, let it strike. 

Buck, Why let it strike? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou 

keep'st the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

am not in the giving yein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe! r you will 


or no. 
A. Rich 


/ 
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K. Rich. Thou troublest me; IT am not in the 
vein, | [ Exit. 
Buck; Is it even so? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt ? made I him king for this? 
O, let me think on Hastings; and be gone 230 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. 


[ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


Enter TyRrREL, 


Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 

The most arch deed of piteous massacre, 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn 

To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 

Wept like two children, in their deaths” sad story. 

0 thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes 

Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 

Within their alabuster innocent arms: 242 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

Which, in their summer beauty, kiss'd each other. 

A hook of prayers on their pillow lay ; 

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chung'd my 
mind: | 

But, O, the devil there the villain stopp'd ; 

When Dighton thus told on—we $mothered 

The most replenished sweet work of nature, 

that, from the prime creation, eer she fram'd— 

Hence both are gone with conscience. and re. 
morse, 251 

L . | They 
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They could not speak; and so I left them both, 
T o bear these tidings to the bloody king. 


Enter King Ricnuany. 


And here he comes: — All health, my sovereigu 
lord! f 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel! am I happy in thy news? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, 
For it is done. | 
R. Rich. But didst thou see them dead? 
Tyr. I did, my lord. 260 
Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 
Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them ; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 
K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after 
supper, 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy desire, 
Farewell, till then. 


Tyr. 1 humbly take my leave. [ Exit, 
K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I pen'd up 
close ; (ELD. 270 


His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer, 


Enter 


IV, 


own, 


nter 


Act IV: - KING RICHARD 111. 111 


Enter Carxsnv. 


Cates. My lord 

R. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'st 
in so bluntly ? 

Cates, Bad news, my lord: Morton is fled to 


Richmond ; 280 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welsh. 
men, 


Is in the field and still his power increaseth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more 

near, 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied 4 
Come — I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king ! 
Go, muster meu: My counsel is my shield; 290 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field, 
[ Exi, 


— 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Queen MARGARET. 


Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 
Aud drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these conſines Slily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witness to, 
And will to France ; hoping, the consequence 
L ij Will 


. 
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Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes 
here ? 


Enter the Queen, and the Dutchess of YoR&. 


Queen. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender 
babes ! 300 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd iu doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 
Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for 
right 
Hath dimm'd your infant mora to aged night. 
Dutch. So many miseries have craz'd my 
voice, 
That my woe · wearied tongue is still aud mute.— 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 310 
Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plautagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 
Queen. Wilt thou, O God! fly from such gen. 
tle lambs, 
- And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 
Why didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done? 
Q. Mar. When holy Henry dy'd, and my sweet 
son? 
Dutch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal liv. 
ing ghost, 
Woe's scene, world's ene, grave's due by life 
usurp'd, 
Brief 
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Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 320 
| | [ Silting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
Queen, Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford a 
grave, | 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 
Sitting down by her, 
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrows be most reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of signiory, 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
[Sitting down with them, 
If sorrow can admit society, 329 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine :— 
[ had an Edward, *till a Richard kill'd him; 
I had a husband, *till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 
Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou did'st 
kill him; 
bad a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 
Q. Mar. Thou had'st a Clarence too, and Ri- 
_ chard kill'd him. | at. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
The dog that had his teeth before his eyes, 340 
Lo worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy.work : 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves,— 
| L Ii} O upright, 
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O upright, just, and true. disposing God, 

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 

Preys on the issue of his mother's body, 

And makes her pue-fellow with other's moan ! 
Dutch, O Harry's wife, triumph not in my 

woes; 350 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar, Bear with me; I am hungry for re. 
venge, 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; Who 

Young York he is but boot, because both they 

Match not the high perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward; 

And the beholders of this tragic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 

Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves, 36 

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 

Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls, 

And send them thither: But at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 

To have him suddenly convey'd from hence :— 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 
Queen. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would {Whlavin 
| come, | 370 Wo toi 

That I should wish for thee to help me curse hou 

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back*d toad. Wurp 
Q. Mar, I calld thee then, vain flourish of my {Wow 

fortune ; 2 | bo” 

I call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted en | rom 

| The 


a © 


Lit IV. 


he presentation of but what I was, 

he flattering index of a direful pageant, 

One heav'd a sigh, to be hurl'd down below: 

\ mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag, 

o be the aim of every dangerous shot; 380 

\ sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 

\ queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

There is thy husband now? where be thy 58 
thers? 

|; ere be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy? 
Tho sues, and kneels, and says— God save the 

queen? 

There be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ? 

rd; here be the thronging * that follow'd 

thee ? 

ey, Wecline all this, and see what now thou art. 

36! Wor happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

or joy ful mother, one that wails the name; 390 

or one being su'd to, one that humbly sues: 
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l, or queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care: 
ot one that scorn'd at me, now scorn'd of me ; 
ay, Hor one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 


— or one commanding all, obey'd of none; 
hus hath the course of justice wheel'd about, 
ind left thee but a very prey to time; 
ould Waring no more but thought of what thou wert, 
370 torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
hou didst usurp my place, And dost thou not 


zurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 401 
ow thy proud neck bears half my burden'd 
yoke; 


tom which even here I slJip my wearied head, 
- | And 
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And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife—and queen 1 sad mis. 
chance— 
These English woes shall make me mile in France. 
Queen, O thou well skill'd in curses! stay: 
while, 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 
Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fas 
the day ; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe; 40 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were; 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is: 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 
Queen. My words are dull, O, quicken then 
with thine! 
Q. Mar. Thy woes will wks them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. [ Exit MARGAREr. 
Dutch, Why should calamity be full of words! 
Queen, Windy attornies to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 4A 
Let them have scope: though what they do impan 
Help nothing else, yet they do ease the heart. 
Dutch, If 80, then be not tongue-ty'd: g0 
with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words let's smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother'd. 
[Drum, within. 
J hear his drum be copious in exclaims. 


Enter King Ricnany, and his Train, marching. 


K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my . | 
Ale 


fa IV. 117 
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by strangling thee in her accursed womb, 


rom all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 


done. 430 
Queen, Hid'st thou that forehead with a gol- 
den crown, , 


There should be branded, if that right were right, 
be slaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, 
and the dire death of my poor sons, and bro. 
thers ? 
ell me, thou villain.slave, where are my chil. 
dren ? 
Dutch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence ? 
nd little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? 
Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey ? 
Dutch. Where is kind Hastings? | 
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets !—strike ala. 
rum, drums ! 440 
et not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
ail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I say.— 
[ Flourish, Alarums. 
ither be patient, and entreat me fair, 
r with the clamorous report of war 
bus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dutch. Art thou my son? | | 
K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my father, and 
yourself. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your con- 
dition, 
at cannot brook the accent of reproof. 


450 
Dutch, 
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Wl 

Dutch. O, let me speak. | | [ 

A. Rich. Do, then; but L'Il not hear. 

Dutch, I will be mild and gentle in my worde. Mie 

A. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in WWW: | 

haste. | | \ nc 

Dutch, Art thou so hasty ? I have staid for thee, He 
God knows, in torment and in agony. Fh. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort ha 

you ? y 
Dutch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it Wind 
well, | Vhi 
Thou cams't on earth to make the earth my hell. Mind 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 400 oc 
Tetchy and way ward was thy infancy ; han 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, aud 
furious, Q 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ya. 

- _ turous;- bie 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and blood K. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred: 
What comfortable hour canst tho name, Q: 
That ever grac'd me in thy company ? 

K. Rich. Faith, none but Humphry Hour: ort 

that call'd your grace hey 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. Ind 
If I be so disgracious in your sight, K. 
Let me march on, and not offend yoo, madam.— 
Strike up the drum, a irtu 

Dutch. I pr'ythee, hear me speak. Qu 

K. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Dutch. Hear me a word ; nd ] 
For I shall never speak to thee again. land 

bro! 


K. Rich, So. 
25 , Dulcl 


a IV. KING RICHARD 111. 119 


Dutch. Either thou wilt die, by God's just or- 
dinance, 

Fre from this war thou turn a conqueror : 

dr I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 480 

\nd never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ; 

Vhich, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

han all the complete armour that thou wear'st ! 

y prayers on the adverse party fight; 

\nd there the little souls of Edward's children 

Vhisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

And promise them success and victory! 

loody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 489 

hame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

[ Exit. 

Queen: Though far more cause, yet much less 
Spirit to curse | 

bides in me ; I say amen to her. [ Going. 

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word 
with you. 

Queen, I have no more sons of the royal 
blood 

or thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, 

hey shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 

Ind therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd—Eliza-. 
beth, 

irtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Queen, And must she die for this? O, let her 
live, 500 

nd I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty! 

lander myself, as false to Edward's bed; | 

hrow over her the veil of infamy : 


IV, 


our, 


471 
.— 


Dulcl. "ta: 
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So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal 
blood. 
Queen. To save her life, I'll say she is not 80, 
K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 


Queen. And only in that safety dy'd her bro 


thers. K 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars wer, 
opposite. | | 51008 Q 
Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were con 
\ trary. K. 


K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 
Queen, True, when avoided grace makes de He 
tiny: | Qu 
My babes were destin'd to a fairer death, 
Tf grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 


R. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain nil 

* cousins. | 
Queen, Cousins, indeed; and by their und hm 
cozen'd o in 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. hou 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts, Wh; 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction: n 


No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart. 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys. Cue 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes; 

And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 4. 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, Que 


Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 
wa | | K. Riel 
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r, K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize, 
and dangerous success of bloody wars, 531 
oyal \s I intend more good to you and your's, 
Than ever you or your's by me were harm'd ! 

t 0.88 Queen. What good is cover'd with the face of 

l, heaven, 

Lo be discover'd, that can do me good? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 

Queen, Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 
heads. 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of for. 

tiny, tune, 

dee high imperial type of this earth's glory. 539 

Queen, Flatter my sorrows with report of it ; 

ell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 

anst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich. Even all I have? ay, and myself 1 
all, 

il withal endow a child of thine ; 

din the Lethe of thy angry soul 

hou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs, 

hich, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 

Queen. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kindness 

at longer telling than thy kindness' date. 

K. Rich. Then know, that, from my soul, I 


ts, 
5A 
blunt 


love thy daughter. 550 
Queen, My daughter's mother thinks it with 
her soul. 


K. Rich. What do you think? 
Queen, That thou dost love my . from 
thy soul: 5 
M 80 


[ 
4 
4 
1 
| 
4 
5 
i 
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So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's danghter, 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of roya| 
blood. 
Queen. To save her life, [ll say she is not so, 
K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 
Queen. And only in that safety dy'd her bro. 
thers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were 
opposite. | 510 
Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were con. 
v trary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny, 


Queen. True, when avoided grace makes de 


tiny : 
My babes were destin'd to a fairer death, 
Tf grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life, 
R. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my 
cousins. 
Queen. Cousins, indeed; and by their unde 
cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts. 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction: 520 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt. 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys. 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft., 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 
| HK. Rich 


Act IV. 


K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 531 
As I intend more good to you and your's, 

Than ever you or your's by me were harm'd ! 

Queen, What good is cover'd with the face of 

heaven, 
To he discover'd, that can do me good ? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, 

gentle lady. 

Queen, Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 

heads. 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of for- 
y. | tune, ; 

„he high imperial type of this earth's glory. 539 
Queen, Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 
My K. Rich. Even all I have? ay, and myself and 
all, a 
de gym wichal endow a child of thine; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs, 
N Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 
920 Queen, Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
int, kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that, from my soul, I 
wy love thy daughter. 550 
a Queen, My daughter's mother thinks it with 
& her soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think ? 
Queen, That thou dost love my daughter, from 
. thy soul: : WE! | 
mw 1 880 i 
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So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her bro. 


thers : 
And from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it, 
K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning : 
I mean, that with my soul J love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England, 
Queen, Well then, who dost thou mean shall 
be her king ? 
K. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen; 
Who else Should be ? 560 
Queen, What, thou? 


K. Rich. I, even I: What think you of it, ma. 


dam? 
Queen, How canst thou woo her? 
K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 
As one being best acquainted with her humour, 
Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart, 
Queen. Send to her, by the man that slew her 
brothers, 
pair of bleeding hearts; thereonengrave, 56! 
Edward, and York ; - then, haply, will she weep; 
Therefore present to her — as sometime Mar. 
garet 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood 
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother's bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds; 
Fell her, thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence, 


Her uncle Rivers; ay, aud, for her sake, 
Mad's 
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Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne. 580 


K. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not 


the way 


| To win your daughter. 


Queen, 'There is no other way ; 
Unless thou could'st put on some other shape, 


And not be Richard that hath done all this. 


K. Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her. 
Queen, Nay. then indeed, she cannot choose 
but kate thee, X 


| Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 


K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now 
amended : 


Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 590 
Which after-hours give leisure to repent, 

If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 

To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter. 


If I have kill'd the issue of your womb, 
To quicken your increase, I will beget 


Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 


A grandam's name is little less in love, 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 
They are as children, but one step below, 


Even of your mettle, of your very blood; 600 


Of all one pain—save for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 


But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss, you have, is but—a son being king, 
And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen. 


| cannot make you what amends I would, \ 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can, 
M ij Dorset 
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Dorset your son, that, with a fearful soul, 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 610 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 

To high promotions and great dignity. 

The King, that calls your beauteous daughter— 
wile, 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset—brother ; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of distressful times 

| Repair'd with double riches of content. 

Wnat! we have many goodly days to see: 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed, 

Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl; 

Advaniaging their loan, with interest 621 

Of ten times double gain of happiness. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experi. 
ence ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 

Of golden soy”reignty ; acquaint the princess 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 630 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole victress, Cæsar's Cesar. 

Queen, What were J best to say? her father's 

brother 

Would be her lord? Or shall I say WE uncle ? 

Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles : 

Under what title shall I woo for thee, 


That 
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That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 640 
10 K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this 
alliance. 
Queen. Which she shall purchase with still last- 
1 ing war. : 
K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may com- 
mand, entreats. 
Queen. That at her nn, which the king's 
King forbids. 
K. Rich. Say, she shall be 2 high and mighty 
queen, 

Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth, 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 


1 WW Queen. But how long shall that title, ever, last? 
A. Rick. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's 

= end, 
i Queen, But how long fairly shall her sweet life 
last ? 650 


K. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, 
lengthens it. 

Queen. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject 
low. 


290 Queen, But she your subject loaths such sove- 
reiguty. 
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Queen, An honest tale speeds best being 
| plainly told. 
EY R. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my lov 
ing tale. 
Queen, Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a 
style. 


M Th | K. Rick. 
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K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and tog 


quick. 
Queen. O, no, my reasons are too deep and 
dead ;— 660 


Two deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves, 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that 

is past. 

Queen. Harp on it still sball I, till heart. 

Strings break. 

K. Rich. Now, by my george, my garter, and 

my crown— 

Queen. Profan'd, dishonour'd, and the third 

usurp'd. 

K. Rich. I swear. 

Queen. By nothing; for this is no oath. 

The george, profan'd, hath lost his holy honour; 
The garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue; 
The crown, usurp'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory: 
If something thou would't swear to he beliey'd, 
Swear then by something that thou hast noi 
wrong'd. 672 

K. Rich. Now by the world— 

Queen. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father's death— 

Queen. Thy life hath that dishonour'd. 

N. Rich. Then, by myself — 

Queen. Thyself is self-mis- us'd. 

R. Rich. Why then, by heaven— 

Queen, Heaven's wrong is most of all. 6 
If thou didst fear to break an oath with heaven, 
The unity, the king my husband made, 

Had not been broken, nor my brother slain, 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him, 1 
1 


1 
9 
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The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 


Which now, two tender bed.fellows for dust, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
[What can'st thou swear by now? 690 


K. Rich. By time to come. 
Queen, That thou hast wronged in the time 
o'er- past; ‚ 


For I myself have many tcars to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whose parents thou hast slaugh. 


ter'd, 


Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age: 
The parents live, whose children thou hast but— 


cher'd, 


old barren plants, to wail it with their age: 
{Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast 
Mis.us'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd 0'er-past. 700 


K. Rich, As I intend to prosper, and repent ! 


So thrive T in my dangerous attempt 


Of hostile arms! myself myself confound ! 

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 

Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy rest! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts. 


tender not thy beaufeous princely daughter! 
In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 710 


Without her, follows to myself, and thee, 
Herself, the land, and many a christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 

t cannot be ayoided, but by this; 
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It will not be avoided, but by this, 
Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you $0) 
Be the attorney of my love to her; 


Plead what I will be, not what I have been; / 
Not my deserts, bat what I will deserve ; 
Urge the necessity and state of times, 720 Rat 
And be not peevish found in great designs. ( 
Queen, Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? J 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 5 
Queen, Shall I forget myself to be myself? 
HK. Rich. Ay, if your self's remembrance Wh 
wrong yourself, 
Queen. But thou didst Kill my children. Wh 
K. Rich, Butin your daughter's womb I bury ( 
theme 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed Wh 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 729 k 
Queen, Shall Igo win my daughter to thy will: 
H. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed, Th 
Queen, I go—VWrite to me very shortly, \ p 
And you shall understand from me her mind. f 1 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss, and 80 Þ 
farewell. Kissing her. Exit Queen, 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman! 1 
How now? what neus? 
Enter Rarcuhrr, and CATESBY, R 
Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the westen 
coast 
Rideth a puissant navy; to the shore K 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm' d, and uuresolv'd to beat them back: 7 5 


Vis thought, that Richmond is their admiral; p 
An 


Ern 


/ 
10 


\ nd 
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And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. 
K. Rich, Some light-foot friend post to the 
duke of Norfolk ;— 
Ratcliff, thyself—or Catesby ; where is he? 
| Cates, Here, my good lord. | 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 
Cates. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salis- 
bury ; 
When thou com'st thither— Dull unmindful villain, 
[ To CATESBY. 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke? 
Cates. First, mighty liege, tell me your high- 
ness' pleasure, 752 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 
K. Rich. O, true, good Catcsby ;—Bid him 
levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he cau make, 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 


Cates. I go. [ Exit. 
Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at 
Salisbury ? 


K. Rich, Why, what would'st thou do there, 
before I go? 

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post he. 

fore. 760 


n 


Enter Lord STANLEY, 


K. Rich. My mind is chang'd. —Stanley, what 
news with you ? ; 

Stun, None good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing ; 


For 


— — 2 Cc — — 
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For none so bad, but well may be reported. 

H. Rich, Heyday, a riddle ! neither good, nor 
bad ! ; 

What need'st thou run so many miles about, 

When thou may'st tell thy tale the nearest way? 

Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 
K. Rich, There let him sink, and be the ea; 
on him! | 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 770 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by 
guess. 

K. Rich. Well, as you guess? 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, aud 
Morton, 

Ile makes for England, here to claim the crown, 
H. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword un. 

sway'd? | 

Is the king dead? the empire unpossess'd ? 

What heir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England's king, but great York's 

heir? 

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas? 779 
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess, 
H. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be yon 

liege, 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan, No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust ms 
not. 
K. Nich. Where is thy power then, to beat hin 
back? ä 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
| Are 


107 


Are 
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| Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 

In muster up my friends; and mcet your grace, 
Where, and what time, your majesty shall please, 
| But L'II not trust you, sir. 
: You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful : 
never was, nor never will be false. 800 
| Your son, George Stanley : look your heart be 


or else his head's assurance is but frail. 


As I by friends am well advertised, 
i Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 


Are they not now upon the westeru shore, 
Safe- conducting the rebels from their ships! 
Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in the 


north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me: What do they in 
the north, 790 
[When they should serve their $overeign in the 
west ? 
Stan, They have not beeu commanded, mighty 
king : ; 


= 
. — 


A. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join 
with Richmond: 


2 
Pm 


* * "= „* * 
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Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 


— — 
— * 


K. Rich, Well, go, muster thy men. But, 
hear you, leave behind 


firm, 


©, ay <<, + 


2 Ian — 


Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
Exil STANLEY, 


2233 


Enter a Messenger. 


ns 


Sw 
3 


+ oi Up 
„* - 


Mes. My gracious sovereign, now in Devoushire, 


Wich many more coufederates, are in arms. 
Enter 
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Enter another Messenger, 


2 Mes, In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in 
arms ; 810 

And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong, 


Enter another Messenger. 


3 Mes, My lord, the army of great Bucking. 


ham— 
K. Rich. Out on ye, owls! nothing but song; 
of death? [ He strikes hin, 


There, take that, till thou bring better news, 

3 Mes, 'The news I have to tell your majesty, 
Is—that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone, 


No man knows whither. 820 
K. Rich. Oh, I cry you mercy : Ar 
There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine, don 
Hath any well-advis'd friend proclaim'd 80 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 
3 Mes. Such proclamation hath been made, my "Py 
liege, 


Enter another Messenger, 


4 Mes. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Wi Lo 
Dorset, | 
"Tis said, my liege, in Vorkshire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring I to your highness— ; 
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest: 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 830 Th 


Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks, ” M 


20 


my 


330 


| Lord STANLEY's Rouse. 


Act IV. 


If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
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Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham 


Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 
Hoist'd sail, and made his course again ſor Bre- 
tagne. 
K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up 
in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 


Let to beat down these rehels here at home, 


Euter CATEsBY, 


Cates. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is 
taken, 


That is the best news; That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 841 
Is colder news, but yet it must be told. 


K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we 
reason here, 


| A royal battle might be won and lost ;— 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
So Salisbury ;—the rest march on with me. 


{ Exeunt, 


— — * 


SCENE F. 


Enter Lord Sra xlr, and Sir 
CnrisroPHER Unswick. 


Stan, Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me ;— 


That, in the stye of this most bloody boar, 


My 800 George l is frank' d up in bold; 
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A 
If I revolt, off goes young George's heal; 850 
The fear of that with- holds my present aid. * 
But tell me, where is priucely Richmond now? Þ' 
Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha' rford.west, in It 
Wales. 1 
Stan. What men of name resort to him? . 
Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier, 11 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; Ly 


And many other of great name and worth : | 
And towards London do they hend their course, 5 I \ 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 861 Fa 
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord, commend me 

to him; Eg. 


Tell him, the queen hath heartily conseuted : 1 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 5 Ts 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. F th 
Farewell. [Excuni, Wi Ha 
F An 
— - . — z 
ACT V. SCENE I. io 
| s ; uz 

Salisbury. Enter the Sheriff, with BuckinGuan, eds 
execution. 5 Re 
8 Cot 
Buckingham. W. 


Wit not king Richard let me speak with him? 
Sher. No, my good lord; therefore be patient. 
Buck, Hastings, and Edward's children, Ri. 
vers, Grey, har: 
Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 


7 
61 


nl, 


d ts 


This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wish*d might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies ; 

This is the day, wherein J wish'd to fall 

| By the false faith of him whom most I trusted; 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul, 

Is the determin'd respite of my wrongs, 

That high All-seer whom I dally'd with, 20 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 

And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest. 

Tus doth he force the swords of wicked men 

| To turn their own points on their masters* bosoms: 
Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck— 
en he, quoth she, Sha split thy heart with 


une 


E Remember Margaret was q prophetess. 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of 
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Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 

By underhand corrupted foul injustice ; 

If that your moody discontented souls 

Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 

Eren for revenge mock my destruction !— 

This is All-Soul's day, fellows, is it not? 10 
Sher. It is, my lord, | 
Buck. Why, then All-Soul's day, is my body's 

doomsday! 


sorrow, 


blame. [ Exeunt BUCKINGHAM, &c. | 
| 
i 
1 
. I 
6-H SCENE 
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' SCENE II. 


Tamworth, on the borders of Leicestershire, A Camp. En- 
ter Henry, Earl of RicyumonyD, Earl of Oxronp, Sir 
James BrouxT, Sir Warren HERBERT, and others, with 
drum and colours, 


Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
friends, 30 

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 

Have we march'd on without impediment ; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines, 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his 


trough | 
In your embowell'd bosoms—this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle, 40 


Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march, 

In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 

By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand 
swords, 

To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb, I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us, 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
for fear; 

Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 50 
. Richm, 


08, 


his 
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Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's 
name, march : 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings; 


| Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


| Boxworth-field, Enter King Ricnary in arms, with the 


Duke of NorFoLk, Earl of SURREY, and others, 


&. Rich, Here pitch our tent, even here in 
Bosworth.field.— 


; My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 


Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

H. Rich. My lord of Norfolk 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha! 
must we not ? 

Nor. We must both take and give, my loving 
lord, 60 

K. Nich. Up with the tent: Here will I lie 
to.night ; | 


| But where, to-morrow ? — Well, all's one for 


that. — 


Who hath descry'd the number of the traitors ? 


Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost 
power. 
R. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account: 


Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse faction want, 
Up with the tent, —Come, noble gentlemen, - 
N li} Let 
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Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; 
Call for some men of sound direction: 70 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [| Exeunt, 


Enter on the other side of the field, Ricuwoxn, Sir Wrtittay 
BAN DON, Oxronb, DorstT, Fe. 


Richm, The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my stand. 

ard, — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ;— 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge, 
And part in just proportion our small power. 8 
My lord of Oxford—you, Sir William Brandon-- 
And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me: 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ;— 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent: 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? 

Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colours much 
(Which, well I am assur'd, I have not done) 90 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm, If without peril it be possible, 

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with 
him, 

And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt. 
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Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it; 


And so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! y 
Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt, 3v 

þ Come, gentlemen, 1 

Let us consult upon to- morrow's business; 30 

„lu to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 100 IP 
[ They withdraw into the Tent, 48 

1 

| Enter, to his Tent, King Ricnany, Rarcltrr, Nonrolk, if 

and Carksnv. 1 
K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? | 

. Cates. It's supper-time, my lord; % 

| It's nine o'clock. | T4 

K. Rich, I will not sup to-night. — * 

| Give me some ink and paper. 1 

What, is my beaver easier than it was ?— 9 
And all my armour laid into my tent? * 

Cules. It is, my liege; and all things are in 9 

readiness. vi 

EK. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; þ 5 

se careful words, choose trusty centinels. 110 | 

Nor. I go, my lord. 31 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle J { 

Norfolk. | "8 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exil. 1 

ch K. Rick. Ratcliit 1 

0% Kal. My lord? : 1% 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 1 

Jo Stanley's regiment; bid him bring his power 

Before sun- rising, lest his son George fall 24 

th Wh into the blind cave of eternal night. — 21 

Fill me a bow! of wine: - Give me a watch: 120 8 

[To CArrs TC. ? 

Saddle 
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Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.-- 
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff. | 
Rat. My lord? 
K. Rich, Saw'st thou the melancholy on 
Northumberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himsell. 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiets, 

HK. Rich, I am satisfy'd, Give me a bowl 0 

wine : 
I have not that alacrity-of spirit, 130 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.— 
So, set it down. Is ink and paper ready: 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch, and leave me. 
About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me, Ratcliif, — Leave me, I say. 

[ Exit, Ratcritt. 


Ruchuoxp's Tent opens, and discovers him, and his Gf. 
cers, c. Enter STANLEY, 


Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm! 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night cai 


afford, 
Be (o thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother ? 140 
Stan, I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mo- 


ther 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that. —The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkness bgeaks within the cast. 
In brief, for so the scason bids us be, 
Prepare 


all 


10 
0s 


re 
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Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 

Aud put thy fortune to the arbitrement 

ot bloody strokes, and mortal staring war. 

I, as I may (that which I would, I cannot), 

With best advantage will deceive the time, 150 
Aud aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms: 
hut on thy side I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being scen, thy tender brother George 

Be executed in his father's sight. 

Farewell: The leisure, and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 
Which so long sundred friends should dwell upon; 
God give us leisure for these rights of love! 159 
Once more, adieu: — Be valiant and speed well! 


Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his re. 
giment : 


I'll strive, with troubled thoughts to take a nap; 
Lest leaden slumber peize me down to-morrow, 
When I Should mount with wings of victory: 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentle. 


men, [ Exeunt Lords, &c. 


O thou! whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
# The usurping helmets of our adyersaries ! 170 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in thy victory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
| Ere L let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
| Sleeping, aud waking, O defend me still? [ Sleeps. 
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Enter the Ghost of Prince ED WAN, Son to Hexay the Sixth. 


Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morroy ! 
| | [ To. K. Ric, 
Think, how thou stab'dst me in the prime of 
youth | 
At Tewksbury; Despair therefore, and die !— 
Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged souls 
PE [ To Ricuy, 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf: 180 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee, 


Enter the Ghost of Henry the Sixth. 


Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 
IS Rien. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 
Think on the Tower, and me: Despair, and die; 
Henry the sixth bids thee despair, and die! 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! 
[To Ricny, 
Harry, that prophesy'd thou shouldst be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep; Live, and tlou. 
rish ! 4 
Enter the Ghost of CLARENCE, 


Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrowv: 
[To K. Ricn, 

T, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 192 
And fall thy edgeless sword; Despair, and die !— 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 

; [To — 
The 


Act 


Let fall thy lance! Despair, and die !— 201 f | 


d Will conquer him; —awake, and win the day! 


7 

And in a bloody battle end thy days! 1 

Think on Lord Hastings; and despair, aud die! — 7% 
| 


Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake! C | 
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The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee; 
Good angels guard thy battle! Live and flourish ! 


Enter the Ghosts of Rivers, GREY, and VAUGHAN, 


Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To K. Ricn, ö 

Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret! Despair, and die! | 

Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul 1 

despair! [To K. Ricn. T4 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan; and with guilty 1 
fear, Y 


[To K. Ricn. 
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Rich. 
ard's bosom 


[ To Rich. 


1 
Enter the Ghost of Lord HASTINGS. q 1 


Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake; b 
[To K. Ricu, | 


Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! | 
[To o RicnM. | i 


* 
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2 
Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes. 1 

L 


Ghosts. Dream on thy consins smother'd in the 
Tower ; | 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 220 
To K. Ricn. 
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And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death! 
Thy nephews” souls bid thee despair, and die !— 
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in 
joy; [ To Ricny, 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thce flourish. 


Enter the Ghost of Lady ANNE. 


Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne 
thy wife, To KA. Rich. 


That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 


Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 220 
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and dic !— 
Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep; 
[To Ricnv. 
Dream of success and happy victory; 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee, 


Enter the Ghost of BucsINGHam, 


Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to the 
crown; [To K. Ricn, 
The Jast was I, that felt thy tyranny : 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! . 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds aud 
death; 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath !-- 
I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee aid: 23! 
To Ricuy, 
But cheer thy heart, and be thoy not _—_— 
od 


(701 
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God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's side; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride, 
The Ghosts vanish, 
K. Ricnany starts out of his dream. 
K. Rich. Give me another horse——bind up 
my wounds 
Have mercy, Jesu !—Soft; I did but dream. 
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! 
The lights burn blue. —Is it not dead midnight? 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
me What do I fear? myself? there's none else by: 
U. Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 21! 

Is there a murd'rer here? No;—Ycs; Jam: 

Then fly — What, from myself? Great reason: 
20 Why ? | 
— Lest | revenge. What? Myself on myself? 

| love myself. Wherefore ? for any good, 

u. That I myself have done unto myself? 
0, no: alas, I rather hate myslelf, 

For bateful deeds committed by myself. 

am a villain : Yet, I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well: Fool, do not flatter. 
he My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
en And every tongue brings in a several tale, 252 

And every tale condemns me for a villain, 
| Perjury, perjury, in the highest degree ; 
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree; 
All several sins, all us'd in each degree, 
Throng to the bar, crying all- Guilty! guilty ! 
| shall despair— There is no creature loves me; 


231 c, if I die, no soul shall pity me :— 

un, Nax, Wherefore should they ? since that I myself 
bind in myself no pity to myself, 261 
30d 0 Methonght. 
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Methought, the souls of all that I had, murder'd 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrow? s vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Enter RATCLI1FF, 


Rat. My lord 
K. Rich. Who's there ? 
Rat. My lord, *tis I : The early village cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, 
K. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fear. 
ful dream ! 270 
What think'st thou? Will our friends prove al! 
true? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 
A. Rich. Ratcliff, IJ fear, I fear 
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of 
shadows. 
K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to. 
night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance of ten thousand zoldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond, 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me 
Under our tents : I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To hear, if any mean to shrink from me. 28! 
[Exeunt K. Ricuary, and RATcITI. 


RicnmonD wakes, Enter Oxronb, and others, 


Lords. Good.morrow, Richmond, 
Richm, *Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gen. 
_ tlemen, 
That you have ta*en a tardy turrard here. 
Lords 


as 
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Lords, How have you slept, my lord ? 
Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
k dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head, 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their söuls, whose bodies Richard 
murder'd, 
Came to my tent, and cry'd—On ! victory! 290 
promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 
Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 
Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give 
direction.— {| He advances to the troops. 
More than I have said, loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon: Yet remember this— 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side: 
The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls, 300 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces; 
Richard except, thase, whom we fight against, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide 
One rais'd in blood, aud one in blood establish'd; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And slaughter'd those that were the means to help 
him ; 
A base foul stone, made precious by the soil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set: 310 


| One that hath ever been God's enemy : 


Then, if you fight against God's enemy, | 
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers; 
| | 0 ij 5 If 
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If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain; 

If you do fight against your country's foes, 

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ? 

If you do free your children from the sword, 320 

Your children's children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 

Advance your standards, draw your willing 
Swords: | 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold ace ; 


But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 


The least of you shall share his part thereof, 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheer. 
fully, 
God, and saint George! Richmond, and victory ! 
[ Exeunt, 


Re-enter King RicnaRD, RATCLIFF, Sc. 


K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch. 
ing Richmond ? 330 
Rat. 'That he was never trained up in arms, 
K. Rich. He said the truth: And what said 
Surrey then ? 
Rat. He smil'd and said, the better for our pur— 
pose. 0 
K. Rich. He was i'che right; and so, indeed, 
it is. 
Tell the clock there. —Give me a kalendar, — 
[ Clock $trikes. 


Rat, 


Who saw the sun to. day ? 


— 2 — 


1. 


Act V. 


Rat. Not I, my lord. 
K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine; for, by the 
book, : 
E He should have brav'd the east an hour ago: 
5 A black day it will be to somebody 
I Ratclift 
6 Rat, My lord ? 
R. Rich. The sun will not be seen to.day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond? for the self.-sxame heaven 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 


340 


Enter NoRrolLR. 


Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the 


as field. 
C K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle ; Caparison 
my horse; . 350 


Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :— 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 

And thus my battle shall be ordered. 

My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 

| Consisting equally of horse and foot; 

Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 

John duke of Norfolk, 'Thomas earl of Surrey, 

Shali have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we will follow 

In the main battle; whose puissance on either 
Side | 360 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This, and saint George to boot! What think'st 

thou Norfolk ? 

0 iĩj Nor. 
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Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign 
This found I on my tent this morning. 
Giving @ scroll. 
K. Rich. Jocky of Norfolk, be not [| Reads. 
too bold, 
For Dickon thy master is bought 
and sold. 
A thing devised by the enemy. 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls; 
For eons:ience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devis'd at first to Keep the strong in awe ; 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our 
law. 370 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 
What shall say more than I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ;— 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run.aw ays, 8 
A scum of Brittains, and base lackey peasants, 
Whom their o'er cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction. 
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest; 
You having lands, and blest with beauteous wives, 
They would distrain the one, distain the other. 381 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Brittaine at our brother's cost? 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life, 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again; 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of F rance, 
These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives 
Yho, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 70 
OL 
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For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd them. 
selves: 


If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 


And not these bastard Brittains ; whom our fathers 


Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and 
thump'd, 


And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 


Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 
Ravish our daughters? — Hark, I hear their drum. 
Drum afar off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves! 400 


Enter «a Messenger. 


What says lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 
Mes. My lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rich. Off with his son George's head. 
Nor. My lord, the enemy hath past the marsh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 
K. Rich, A thousand hearts are great within 
my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them! Vietory sits on our helms. [Eæeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 
. ATR 
Another part of the Field, Alarum, Excursions, Enter 
CATESBY. 
Cates. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk! rescue! 
rescue! - 411 


The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord! or else the day is lost! 


Alarum. Enter King Ricnanp. 


K. Rich. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for 
a horse! 

Cates. Withdraw, my lord, Pl help you to 

horse! 

K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cat, 
And 1 will stand the hazard of the dye: 420 
I think, there be six Richmonds in the field; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him: 
A horse ! a horse! my kingdom for a horse ! 


[ Exennt, 


Alarums. Enter King Ricnanp and RicumonD ; they fight 
| Ricna nb is slain. 


Retreat, and Flourish, Enter Ricnwox p, STANLEY, bearing 

the Crown, with divers other Lords. 

- Richm, God, and your arms, be prais'd, victs- 
rious friends; 

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 0 

tan 
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Stan, Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee ! 

o, here, these long-usurped royalties, 

rom the dead temples of this bloody wretch. 

[ave I pluck'd off to grace thy brows withal ; 

ear it, enjoy it, and make use of it. 430 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to 
all! 

ut, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 

| Stan, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester 


ie! 
vn 


town; 
Vhither, if it please you, we may now withdraw 
| us. 
RNRichm. What men of name are slain on either 
for Side ? 
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Fer- 
oa rers, | 
ir Robert Brakeabury, and Sir William Bran- 
ast. don. 
420 WF Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their 
births. 
— roclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled, 
That in submission will return to us; a 440 


unt. 


fight, 


Ind then, as we have ta'en the sacrament, 
Ne will unite the white rose and the red: 
nile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 
I hat traitor hears me, and says not—amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself; 
Ihe brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
Ihe father rashly slaughter'd his own son, 
Ihe son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire : 
this divided York and Lancaster, 450 
Divided, 
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Divided, in their dire division. 
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true sueceeders of each royal house, 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together? 
And let their heirs (God, if thy will be so), 
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac*d peace, 
With smiling plenty and fair prosperous days! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in streams of blood! 
Let them not live to taste this land's increase, 46] 
That would with treason wound this fair land' 
peace! 
Now civil wounds are done peace lives again; 
That she may long live here, God say Amen! 
[ Exeunt, 


THE END. 
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When Learning's triumph o'er ber barb'rous foes, 
First rear'd the Stage, immortal SHAKSPERE rose; 
Each change of many -colour'd life he drew, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagis'd new: 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign 

And panting Time toil'd after him in vain: 

His pow*rful strokes presiding Truth confess'd, 
And uaresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 
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OBSERVATIONS 


on THE Fable Ax D Composition or 


HENRY VIIL 


We are unacquainted with any dramatic piece on the 
yubject of Henry VIII. that preceded this of Shakspere ; and 
jet on the books of the Stationers' Company appears the 
following entry. Nathaniel Butter] (who was one of our 
author's printers) Feb. 12, 1604. That he get good allow- 
ance for the euterlude of K. Henry VIII. before he begin to 
print it ; and with the wardens hand to yt, he is to have the 
ume for his copy.” Dr. Farmer in a note on the epilogue 
lo this play, observes from Stow, that Robert Greene had 
Fritten somewhat on the same story. SrEEVENs. 

The play of Henry the Eighth is one of those which still 
keeps possession of the stage, by the splendour of its pageantry. 
The coronation, about forty years ago drew the people toge- 
her in multitudes for a great part of the winter. Yet pomp 
þ not the only merit of this play. The meek sorrows and 
firtuous distress of Katherine have furnished some scenes, 
yhich may be justly numbered among the greatest efforts of 
hagedy. But the genius of Shakspere comes in and goes out 
Vith Katherine, Every other part may be easily conceived 
Jud easily written, JOHNSON. 

A lj 
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The 


* 


iv ORSERVATIONS, Fe. 


The historical dramas are now concluded, of which the 
two parts of Henry the Fourth, and Henry the Fiſth, ate 
among the happiest of our author's compositions; and King 
John, Richard the Third, and Henry the Eighth, deservedl, 
stand in the second class. Those whose curiosity would refer 
the historical scenes to their original, may consult IIoliushed, 
and sometimes Hall: from Holinshed Shakspere has often 
inserted whole speeches with no more alteration than wa; 
necessary to the numbers of his verse. To transcribe then 
into the margin was unnecessary, because the original i; 
easily examined, and they are seldom less perspicuous in the 
poet than in the historian. JOHNSON. 
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PROLOGUE. 


| [ Come no more to make you laugh; things now, 
That bear a weighty and @ serious brow, 
Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 
e now present. Those, that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a teur, 
le subject twill deserve it. Such, as give 

heir money out of hope they may believe, 

Way here find truth too. Those, that come to see 
Only a Show or two, 4nd so agree, 10 
le play may pass ; if they be still, and willing, 
I'll undertake, may see away their shilling 

Richly in two Short hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 
noise of targets; or to see d fellow 

id long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceiv*d : ſor, gentle hearers, know, 

lo rank our chosen truth with such a Show 

As fool and fight is (beside forfeiting 

ur own brains, and the opinion that we bring 20 
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Io make that only true we now intend), ö ih 
Mill leave us never an understanding friend. i 
Elicrefore, for goodness“ sabe, and, as you are 15 

ſenoꝛon 1 
The ſirst and happiest hearers of the town, if 


Pe sad, as tee would make ye: Think, ye see 

Ihe very persons of our noble $tory, 

ls they were living; think, you see them great, 
Wind follow? d with the general throng, and sweat 
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PRO 


6 PROLOGUE. 


Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 30 
And, if you can be merry then, PH say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 
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MEN. 


King HEnRyY the Eighth. 

Cardinal WoOLSEY. Cardinal CAMPEIrs. 

Carvcivs, Ambassador from the Emperor Charles V. 

CRANMER, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Duke of NorRFOLK, Duke of BUCKINGHAM, 

Duke of SUFFOLK. Earl of SURREY. | 

Lord Chamberlain. Sir THOMAS AUDLEY, Lord-Keeyer, 3 
7 


GARDINER, BSH of Winchester. 
Bishop of lincoun. Lord ABERGAVENNY. Lord Sans, {l 
Sir HENRY GUILDFORD. Sir THOMAS LovEL. ul 
Sir ANTHONY DENNY. Sir NICnOLAS Vaux, \ 
Sir W1iLL1aM SANDS. : 
CROMWEL1, Servant lo Nolsey. 
GRIFFITH, Gentl-man-Ushker to Queen Katherine. 
Three other Gentlemen. 4 
Doctor Bures, Physician to the King. 100 
GARTER, Ring at Arms. 
Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. dine 
BRANDON, and @ Serjeant at Arms. \ 
Door-Kecycr of the Council-Chamber., Porter, ant his N 11 1 
1104 
IVONMEN. Of, 
Queen RATHERINE. F 
AxxE BUL. M 
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. Mä) 
PATIENCE, Woman to Queen Katherine. [ho 
Several Lords and Ladies in the dumb Shows. Home a Met 


tending upon the Out en; Spirits which appear lo lh. of * 
Scribes, Officers. Guards, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lies mostly in London and Westminster; once dt 
T3. Kimbolton. 
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London. An Ante Chamber inthe Palace. Enter 


Goop morrow, and well met. Ilow have you 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


the Duke of NorroLk, at one Door ; a the 
other, the Duke of BuckinNG@v an, and the Lord 
ABERGAVENNY. 


Buckingham. 


done 
Since last we saw in France ? 
Nor, 1 thank your grace : 
livralthſul ; and ever since a fresh admirer 


8 Of what 1 saw there. 


Buck. Au untimely ague 


Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 


Those sons of glory, those two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor, T'wixt Guines and Arde : 10 
| was then present, sau them salute on horse-back ; 


| Be held them, when they lighted, how they clung 
Iu 
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In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have 
weigh'd 

Such a compounded one ? 

Buck, All the whole time 
I was my chamher's prisoner. 

Nor. 'Then you lost 
The view of earthly glory : Men might say, 
"Till this time, pomp was single; but now marry'd 
To one above itself. Each following day 2 
Became the next day's master, *till the last 
Made former wonders it's: To-day, the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the English; and to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India : every man, that stood, 
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarſish pages were 
As cherubims, all gilt : the madams too, 
Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to. bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 30 
Was to them as a painting: now this mask 
Was cry'd incomparable; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar, The two kings, 
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 
1 presence did present them; him in eye, 
Still him in praise: and, being present both, 
"Twas said, they saw but one; and no discerner 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suus 
(For so they phrase em) by their heralds challeng'd 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 40 
Beyond thought's compass; that former fabulous 

story, 

Being now scen possihle enough, got credit, 
That Bevis was believ'd. 
Buck. 
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KING HENRY VIII. 9 


Act I. 


Buck, Oh, you go far. 
Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourser lose some life, 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal; 


Jo the disposing of it nought rebell'd, 


Order gave each thing view; the ollice did 50 


Distinctly his full function. 


Buch. Who did guide, 
mean, who set the body and the limbs 
0f this great sport together, as you guess? 

Vor. One, certes, that promises no element 
[n such a business. 

Buck, I pray you, who my lord ? 

Nor, All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of Y ork. 

Buck, The devil speed him! no man's pye is free*d 
What had he G1 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder, 

That such a Keech can with his yery bulk 
Take up the rays o'the beneficial sun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir, 

There's in him stuff that puts him to these ends: 
For, being not propt by ancestry (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way), not call'd upon 

For high feats done to the crown; neither ally'd 
Jo eminent assistants, but, spider. like, 71 
Out of his zelf-drawing web, he gives us note, 

The force of his own merit makes his way; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 

M place next to the king. 


Aber, I cannot tell : 
What 
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10 KING HENRY VIII. Act 1 


What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him: Whence has he 
that ? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ; 80 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 
Buck. Why the devil, 
Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o'the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter, 
The honourable board of council out, 90 
Must fetch in him he papers. 
Aber. I do know 
Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken'd their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 
Buck. O, many 
Have broke their backs with laying manors ou 
them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 
But minister communication of 
A most poor issue ? 100 
Nor. Grievingly I think, 
The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 
Buck, Every man, 
After the hideous storm that follow'd, was 
A thing inspir'd; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy— That this tempest, 
Dashing 


KING HENRY Y111, 13 


Act J. 


Dashing the garment of this peace, aboaded 
The sudden breach on't. 
| Nor. Which was budded out; 110 
For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath at- 
tach'd 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 
Aber. Is it therefore 
The ambassador is silenc'd? 
Nor. Marry, is't. 
| Aber, A proper title of a peace ; and purchas'd 
At a superfluous rate! : 
| Buck, Why, all this business 
Dur reyerend cardinal carry'd. 
| Nor, Like it your grace, 120 
9 Wihe state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal, I advise you 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety), that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together: to consider further, that 
Mat his high hatred would effect, wants not 
on minister in his power: You know his nature, 
hat he's reyengeful ; aud I know, his sword 
Hatha sharp edge: it's long, and, it may be said, 
It reaches far; and where *twill not extend, 131 
hither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 
You'll find it wholesome, Lo, where comes that 
oy rock, 
That I adyise your shunving. 


he 


80 


aer Cardinal Wols kx, the Purse borne before 


| him, certain of the Guard, and {wo Secretaries 
f Papers. The Cardinal in his passage 
hing fixeth 
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' fixeth his eye on BuckincuAam, and BUckixc, 
HAM on him, both full of disdain. 


Hol. The duke of Buckingham's surveyor? ha! 
Where's his examination? 
Secr, Here, so please you. 
ol. Is he in person ready: 
Secr. Ay, please your grace, 
IV/otl. Well; weshall then know more; and Buck, 
ingham 14 
Shall lessen this big look. 
[ Exeunt Cardinal and his Train, 


Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and] 
Have not the power to muzzle him? therefore, bes 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Out-worth's a nobles blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf*d ? 

Ask God for temperance; that's the appliance only, 
Which your disease requires, 

Bucht. 1 read in his looks 
Matter against me; and his eye revil'd 150 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
Ile bores me with some trick: he's gone to 11 

king ; 
I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor, Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What *tis you go about: To climb steep bills. 
Requires slow pace at first, Anger is like 

A full-hot horse; who being allow'd his way. 
Self mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you: be to yourself, Ih 
As you would to your friend, 
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And lose by over- running. 
The fire, that mounts the liquor 'till it run o'er, 


e see each grain of grave] 


Act I. 


Buck. I'll to the king; 
And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim, 


KING HENRY VIII. 


There's difference in no persous. 


Nor. Be advis'd : 
Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: We may out- run, 
By violent swiftness, that which we run at, 
Know you not, 170 
Be advis'd : 


In seeming to augment. it, wastes it? 


say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself; 
If with the sap of reason you would quench, 


Or but allay, the fire of passion. 
Buch. Sir, 
| am thankfui to you; and I' go along 


| By your prescription; but this top- prond fellow, 


(Whom from the low of gall I name not, but 180 
From sincere motions) by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
„I do know 
10 he corrupt and treas0nous. 
Nor, Say not, treasonons. 
Guck, To the king il say't; and make my vouch 
as Strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both (for he is equal ravenous, 
As he is subtle; and as prone to mischief, 
As able to perform” t; his mind and place 190 


Inſec ling one another, yea, reciprocally), 


Unly to Shew his pomp as well in France 
A: here at home, suggests the king our master 
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To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass 

Did break i' the rinsing. 

Nor. Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal | 

The articles o' the combination drew, 

As himself pleas'd ; and they were ratiſy'd, 200 

As he cry'd, Thus let be: to as much end, 

As give a crutch to the dead: But our court cardinal 

Has done this, and *tis well; for worthy Wolsen, 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows _ 

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To the old dam, treason)—Charles the Emperor, 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt 

(For *twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 

To whisper Wolsey) here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview, betwixt 210 

England and France, might, through their amity, 

Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 

Peep'd harms that menac'd him : he privily 

Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow— 

Which I do well; for, 1 am sure, the emperor 

Pay'd ere he promis'd, whereby his suit was granted, 

Ere it was ask*d—but when the way was made, 

And pay'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd ;— 

That he would please to alter the king's course, 219 

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king knov 

(As soon he shall by me) that thus the cardinal 

Does buy aud sell his honour as he pleases, 

And for bis own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 

To hear this of him; and could wish, he were 

Something 


48% 


1a! 


ny 


Enter BRN DON; d Seryjeant at Arms before him,; 


Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 


Act I. KING HENRY VIII. 


Something mistaken in't. 

Buck. No, not a syllable; 
do pronounce him in that very shape; 
Ile shall appear in proof. 


and two or three of the Guard. 


Bran. Y our office, serjeant ; execute it, 230 
Serj. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 

Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 


Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, 
The net has fallen upon me; I shall perish 
Under device and practice, 

Bran. I am sorry 
To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 2.40 
The business present: 'Tis his highness' pleasure, 
You shall to the Tower 

Buck, It will help me nothing 
To plead mine innocenee ; for that dye is on me, 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of 


B i] Bran, 


heaven 4 

Be done in this and all things !—I obey.— {4 
0 my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well, 41 
Bran. Nay, he must bear you company: — The i 
king | [To ABERG., 3 

Is pleas'd, you shall to the Tower, 'till you know 0 
How he determines further. 250 1 
Aber. As the duke said, 1 
The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure "% 
By me obey'd, h 
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Bran. Here is a warrant from 

The king, to attach Lord Montacute; and the bodies 

Of the Duke's confessor, John de Ja Court, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor— 

Buch. So, so; 

These are the limbs of the plot: No more, I hope, 
Bran. A monk o' the Chartreux. 260 
Buck, O, Nicholas Hopkins ? 

Bran, He. 
Buck. My $urveyor is false; the o'er-great car. 
dinal 

Hath shew'd him gold: my life is spauned already: 

Jam the shadow of poor Buckingham; 

Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 

By dark*ning my clear sun.— My lord, farewell, 

[ ELxeunt, 


SCENE II. 


— — 


The Council- Chamber. Cornet, Enter King 
HN, leaning on the Cardinal's shoulder; 
the Nobles, and Sir Tuomas Love. 7 he Car. 
dinal places himself under the king's feet, on 
his right side. 


king. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care: Istood i” the level 
Of a full charg*d coufederacy: and give thanks 270 
To you that chok'd it.—Let be called before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's: in person 
I' hear him his confessions justify; 


A 1 


TS 
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And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate, 


A noise within, crying, Room for the Queen. 
Enter the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of 
NorFoOLK, and SUPFOLK : She kneels, The King 
riseth from his State, takes her up, kisses, and 
placeth her by him. | 


Queen. Nay we must longer kneel ; I am asuitor. 
King. Arise, and take your place by us :—Half 
your suit 
Never name to us : you have half our power : 
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 28/) 
Queen. Thank your majesty. 
That you would love yourself; and, in that love, 
Not unconsider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Cree „. Fam solicited, not by a few, 
And those of true condition, that your subjects, 
Are in geeat grievance : There have been commis— 
sions 289 
Sent down among them, which have flaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties :—wherein, although, 
To Worstey. 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master 
(Whose honour hone en shield from £01! !) even he 
escapes not 


B iij Lan. 
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Act J. 


Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears, 


18 KING HENRY VIII. 


It doth appear: for, upon these taxations, 300 


'The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them *longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 
And Dang r serves among them, 
Aing. Taxation ! 
Wherein! and what taxation ?—My lord cardinal, 
ou that are blam'd for it alike with us, $10 
Know you of this taxation? 
Wol. Please you, sir, 
I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state; and front but in that ile 
Where others tell steps with me. 
Queen. No, my lord, 
You know no more than others : 
Things, that are Known alike ; 
wholesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance, These exac- 
tions, 320 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
M ost pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear them, 
The back is sacritice to the load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you; or e else you sutier 
Too hard an exclamation. 
King, Still exaction ! 
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That virtue must go through. 


Act J. 


The nature of it? In what kind, let's know, 
Is this exaction ? 

Queen. Jam much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience; but am bolden'd 330 
Under your promis'd pardon. The suhject's grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from 

each 

The sixth part of his substance, to he levy'd 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 


KING HENRY VIII. 


| Is nam'd, your wars in France: This makes bold 


mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; their curses now, 
Live where their prayers did; and it's come to pass, 
That tractable obedience is a slave 
To each incensed will. I would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 341 


There is no primer business. 


King. By my life, 
his is against our pleasure. 
Vol. And for me, 


have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice; and that not past me, but 


By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues which neither know 


| My faculties, nor person, yet will be 350 


The chronicles of my doing—let me say, 

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 

Io cope malicious censurers ; which ever, 


As ravenous ſishes, do a vessel follow 


That is new trimm'd; but beneſit no further 
| Than 
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20 KING HENRY VIII. Act |, 


Than vainly longing, What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is q 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft, 90 


Hitting a grosser quality, is cry'd up 1 
For our best act. If we shall stand still, The 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, N 5 
We e should take root here where we sit, or sit The 
State statues only. \ : 
King. Things done well, Wh 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear: Fob 
Things done without example, in their issue The. 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent * 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 70 WW iv, 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, um 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of cach? ? Wis 
A trembling contribution! Why, we take, Hat! 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the tim. WW, 
ber; "Ry 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd, (Thi 
The air will drink the sap. To every county, This 
Where this is question'd, send our letters, with The 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd * 
The force of this commission: Pray, look to't; 1 
I put it to your care. 380 
Wol. A word with you. | To the Secretary. Mos 
Let there be letters writ to every shire, Out 
Of the King's grace and pardon, The griey*'d com. * 
mons 8, 


Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois'd, 
That, through our intercession, this revokement hon 
And pardon comes: 1 shall anon advise you 

Further in the proceeding. [ Exit Secretary. 


Enter 


E Act I. KING NENRY VIII. 


Finter Surveyor. 


Queen, Jam sorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 
King. lt grieves many : 390 


The gentleman is learn'd, a most rare speaker, 


To nature none more bound ; his training such, 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see, 


| When these so noble benefits shall prove 


Not well dispos'd, the mind growing once corrupt 


| They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair, This man, so complete, 


Who was enrolÞd *mongst wonders, and when we, 


Almost with ravish'd list'ning, could not find 400 


His hour of speech a minute; he, my lady, 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by us; you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust) of him 
Things to strike honour sad.— Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear tov much. 

ol. Stand forth; and with bold spirit relate 

what you, 

Most like a careful subject, have collected 410 
Cut of the duke of Buckingham. 

King, Speak freely. 

Suro, First, It was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, That, if the king 
Should without issue die, he'd carry it so 
o make the sceptre his: These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 


Lord 
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Lord Aberga'ny; to whom by oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 
Mol. Please your highness, note 420 
This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 
Queen, My learn'd lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 
King. Speak on: 
How grounded he is title to the crown, 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught ? 430 
Surv, He was brought to this 
By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins, 
King. What was that Hopkins ? 
Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 
His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 
King. How know'st thou this ? 
Surv. Not long before your highness sped to 
France, 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parich 
Saint Lawrence Pountney, did of me demand 4410 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ; I reply'd, 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king? s danger, Presently the duke 
Said, Twas the fear, indeed; and that he doub!c, 
"F would prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk; that of!, says he, 
Hath sent lo me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, d choice hour 
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To hear from him a matter of s0ome moment: 450 


Whom after under the confession's Seal 
lle solemnly had sworn, that, what he spe, 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, Should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensuwd— Neither the king nor his 
heirs 
(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 
For the love of the commonalty ; the duke 
Shall govern England. 
Queen, If 1 know you well, 459 
You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o' the tenants : Take good heed, 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 
And spoil your nobler soul; I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 
King. Let him on ;— 
(ro forward, 
Surv, On my soul, Fll speak but truth. 
| told my lord the duke, By the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd; and that was dan. 
g'rous for him 
To ruminate on this so far, until 470 
It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: He answer'd, Tush ! 
I! can do me 10 damage : adding further, 
That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd, 
The cardinal's and sir Thomas Lovel's heads 
Should have you off. 
King. Ha! what, so rank? Ah, ha! 
There's s mischief in this man :;—C anot thou say fur. 
ther ? 
Surv, I can my legs, 


King. 
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King. Proceed. 480 
Surv, Being at Greenwich, 
After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About Sir William Blomer— 
King. I remember 
Of such a time :—Being my sworn servant, 
The duke retain'd him his. — But on; What hence! 
Surv. I/, quoth he, I for this had been con. 


mitted, 
As to the Tower, I thought, I would have play'd 
The part my father meant to act upon 489 


The usurper Richard: who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in his presence; which if granted, 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him. 
King, A giant traitor ! 
Vol. Now, madam, may his highness live in free. 
dom, 
And this man out of prison ? 
Queen. God mend all! 
King. There's something more would out of thee ; 
What say'st? 
Surv, Aſter—the duke his father, —with—the 
knife — | 499 
He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was- Were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 
King. There's his period, 
To sheath his knife in us. He is attach'd; 
Call him to present trial : if he may 5 
Fin 


80 


nd 
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Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let him not seek't of us: By day and night, 510 
He's traitor to the height. [ Exeunt. 


_ — 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment in the Palace, Enter the Lord 
Chamberlain, and Lord Saxps. 


Cham. It is possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries ? 
Sands. New customs, 
Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nay, let *em be unmanly, yet are follow'd, 
Cham. As far as 1 see, all the good, our English 
Hlave got by the late voyage, is but merely 
A lit or two o' the face; but they are shrewd ones; 
For, when you hold 'em, you would swear directly, 
Their very noses had been counscllors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 
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Sands, They have all new legs, and lame ones ; 


one would take it, 
That never saw them pace before, the spavin 
And springhalt reigned among 'em. 
Cham. Death ! my lord, 
Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 


That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. How 


now? 
What news. Sir Thomas Lovel ? 
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a Enter Sir THomas Lover. 


Lov. Faith, my lord, 530 
TI hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court gate. 

Cham. What's it for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travelPd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors, 

Cham. 1 am glad, 'tis there; now I would pra; 

our monsicurs 

To think an English courtier may be wise, 
And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 
(For so run the conditions) leave these remnants 540 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto (as fights, and fire-works ; 
Ahusing better men than they can be, 
Out of a foreign wisdom), renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall Stockings. 
Short blister'd breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understand again like honest men ; 
Or pack to their old play-fellows: there, I take it. 
hey may, cum privilegio, wear away 550 
The lag end of their lewduess, and be laugh'd at, 

Sands. *Tis time to give them physick, their dis. 

cases 

Are grown so catching. 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, marry, 
There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies; | 
A French 
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Ad J. 


| \ French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 


Sands. The devil fiddle 'em! Jam glad they're 
going 560 
(For, sure, there's no converting of 'em); now 
An honest country lord, as J am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song, 
And have an hour of hearing; and, by*r-lady, 


| Jleld current musick too. 


Cham, Well said, lord Sands; 


| Your colt's tooth is not cast yet. 


Sands. No, my lord ; 


Vor shall not, while I have a stump. 


Cham, Sir Thomas, 970 
Whither were you a going ? 

Lov, To the cardinal's ; 
Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O, *tis true: 
This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies; there will be 


The beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you. 


Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 
A hand as fruiiful as the land that feeds us; 


Illis dews fall ev ery where, 580 


Cham. No doubt, he's noble : 


lle had a black mouth, that said other of him. 


Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal ; 
in him, 


paring would shew a worse sin than ill doctrine : 


Men of his way should be most liberal, 
They are set here for examples, 
Cham, T rue, they are so; 
But few now give $0 great ones, My barge stays: 
C ij Y our 
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Your lordship shall along :—Come, good Sir Tho. 
mas, 
„We shall be late else; which I would not be, 596 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands, I am your lordship's, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IF. 


Changes to YVork-Place, Haut boys. A small 
Table under a Slate for the Cardinal, a longer 
able for the Guests. Then enter AxxE Bui. 
LEN, and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, 
as Guests, at one Door ; at another Door, cu. 


ter Sir HNW GuirDroRD. «4 
Guil, Ladies, a general welcome from his grace Hp 
Salutes you all: This night he dedicates 925 
To fair content, and you: none here, he hopes, 11 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 7 
One care abroad; he would have all as merry J 
As first-good company, good wiac, good welcome, 1 
Can make good people, —O, my lord, you are tardy; 4 
Wil: 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Saxons, and Sir ( 

Trwomas Lover. $0, 

The very thought of this fair company 601 the 
Clap'd wings to me. — 


Cham, 


. 


Hir 


60] 


ham, 


4ct J. 
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Cham. Y ou are young Sir Harry Guildford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovel, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 
| think, would better please 'em: By my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 
Lov, O, that your lordship were but now confes. 
sor 
To one or two of these! 610 
Sands, I would, I were; 
They should find easy penance, 
Lov, *Faith, how easy ? 
Sands, As easy as a down.bed would afford it. 
Cham, Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? Sir 
Harry, 
Place you that side, I'll take the charge of this: 
lis grace is entring. — Nay, you must not freeze ; 
yo women plac'd together make cold weather :— 


My lord Sands, you are one will Keep *em waking : 


Pray, sit between these ladies. 620 
Sands, By my faith, 
Aud thank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet 
ladies: | SLE, 
if 1 chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 


had it from my father, 


Anne. Was he mad, sir? 

ySunds, O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
but he w ould bite none; just as 1 do now. 
le would kiss you tw enty witha breath, | Azsses tor, 

Cham, Well said, my lord. — 
do, NOW you are fairly ceated Gentlemen, 630 
the pennance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Lass away frowning. 

C 21} Sands, 
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Sands. For my little cure, 
Let me alone. 


aut boys. Enter Cardinal Worsxx, and take; 
his State. 


C 
IVol. You are welcome, my fair guests; that no. y 
ble lady, For 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend: This, to confirm my welcome; ue 
And to you all good health, { Drinks, Fro 
Sands. Your grace is nohle :— 1 


Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 6% W Go, 
And save me so much talking. 


ol. My lord Sands, Ane 
Jam beholden to you : cheer your neighbours,— W Int 
Ladies you are not merry ;—G entlemen, Sha! 
Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine ſirst must rise Yo! 
In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall havc'n WF A g 
Talk us to silence. 155 

Anne, You ate a merry gamester, 

My lord Sands. 630 


Sands, Yes, if I make my play. 
Here's to your ladyship: and pledge it, madam, 
For 'tis to such a thing 
Anne. You cannot shew me, 
Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon, 
Drum and Trumpets, Chambers discharg'l, 
Pol. What's that? 
Cham, Look out there, some of you. 
Exit Servant, 
Fol. What warlike voice? . 
AM 
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And to what end is this? —Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war you are privileg'd. 660 


Of this so noble and so fair assembly 


Re. enter Servant, 


Cham, How now? what is't ? 
yServ, A noble troop of strangers ; 


For so they seem: they have left their barge, and 


lancled ; 
\nd hither make, as great ambassadors 


From foreign princes, 


ol. Good lord chamberlain, 
Go, give 'em welcome, you can speak the French 
tongue ; 


And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and conduct 'em 


Into our presence, where this heaven of heauty 669 

Shall shine at full upon them: Some attend him, — 
(Ai arise, and Tables removed. 

You have now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it. 

\ good digestion to you all : and, once more, 

| Shower a welcome on you ;— Welcome all. 


Hautboys. Euter the King, and others, as 
Masters, habited like Shepherds, ushered by 
the Lord Chamberlain, They pass direetly 
before the Cardinal, and gracefully salute 


Aim. 


A noble company! What are their pleasures ? 
Cham, Because they speak no English, thus they 


pray'd 
To tell your grace; — That having heard by fame 
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This night to meet here, they could do no less, 

Out of the great respect they bear to heauty, 679 

But leave their flocks; and, under your fair conduct, 

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 

An hour of revels with them. 

ol. Say, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor house grace, for which | 
pay them 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their ple. 
sures. 


Chuse Ladies for the Dance. King, 
and AxxNEg BULLEN, 


Ning. The fairest hand I ever touch'd! O, beautz! 
Till now I never knew thee. L Mustek. Dance, 

Wol. My lord — 

Cham. Your grace? 

ol. Pray, tell 'em thus much from me: 69 
There should he one amongst 'em, by his pe rson, 
More worthy this place than myself; to w hom, 
Tf I but knew him, with my love and duty 
1 would surreuder it, 

Cham. I will, my lord, 

Chamberlain goes to the Company, and returns, 

IVol. What ay they 

Cham. Such'a one, 5 all confess, 

There is, indeed; v hich they would har e your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 


Wol. Let me see then — 700 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—ltere Fl 
make 


My royal choice. 
King. You have fcund him, cardinal : 
You 


79 


ö 7503. 


You 
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You hold a fair assembly; you do well, lord: 
You are a churchman, or, ]'ll tell you cardinal, 
should judge now unhappily. 
Pol. TI am glad, 
Your grace is grown $0 pleasant. 
King. My lord chamberlain, 
Priythee, come hither: What fairlady's that? 710 
Cham, An't please your grace, Sir Thomas Bul. 
len's daughter, 
The viscount Rochford, one of her highness* wo. 
men. 
King. By heaven, she is a dainty one. — Sweet 
heart, 
| were unmannerly, to take you out, 
To Axxn BULLEX. 


And not to kiss you, —A health, gentlemen, 


Let it go round. 
Vol. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the banquet ready 


P the privy chamber? 


Lov, Yes, my lord. 
ol. Your grace, 720 


| fear, with dancing is a little heated. 


King. I fear, too much. 
ol. There's fresher air, my lord, 
in the next chamber. 
King. Lead in your ladies, every one, — Sweet 
partner, 
must not yet forsake you: — Let's be merry; 
(200d my ford cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladics, and a measure 
To lead them once again; and then let's dream 


* lo's best in fav our 10 the musick knock it. 730 


[ Excunt with Trumpets. 
ACT 
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onfe 
ACT II. SCENE I. lopk 
4 26 
That! 
A Strect. Enter two Gentlemen at several Doors, 16 
1 Gentleman. ** 

WurTHeR away so fast? 
2 Gen, O- God save you! pundl $ 
Even to the hall, to hear what shall become lave 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. le p 


1 Gen, Pl save you Was 4 
That labour „sir. All's now done, but the ceremon! 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gen, Were you there ? 

1 Gen, Yes, indeed was I. 

2 Gen, Pray, speak, what has happen'd? 10 

1 Gen. You may guess quickly what. 

2 Gen. Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gen. Yes, truly, is he, and condemn'd upon it, 

2 Cen. J am sorry for't. 

1 Gen, So are a number more. 

2 Gen, But, pray, how pass'd it ? 

1 Gen. I'Il tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar; where, to his accusations, 

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg'd 

Many <harp reasons to defeat the law. A) 
'The king's attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, cora:ess00s 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke de Sired 

To have brought, ivd voce, to his face: 

At which appear'd against him, his Surveyor : 


Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor and John Court, 
Con. 
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'onfessor to him; with that devil-monk 

lopkins, that made this mischief, 

2 Gen. That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies ? 30 
Gen. The same. 

All these accus'd him strongly; which he ſain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could 
not: 

Aud so his peers, upon this evidence, 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 

Ile spoke, and learnedly, for life; but all 

th either pitied in him, or forgotten. 
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or 2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himself! 
'W 1 Gen. When he was brought again to the bar 
to hear 
is knell rung out, his judgment—he was stirr'd 
10 With such an agony, he sweat extremely, 41 


nd something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 
but he fell to himself again, and, ow eetly, 

In all the rest he shew'd a most noble patience. 
2 ren, I do not think he fears death. 

| Gen, Sure, he does not, 

Ie never Was so Womanish ; the cause 

Ie may a little grieve at. 

? Gen, Certainly, 

ie cardinal is the end of this. 50 
| Gen, »Tis likely, 

wall conjectures : First, Kildare's attainder, 
wn deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 

arl Surrey was sent hither, and in haste too, 
st he Should help his father. 

2 Gen, That trick of state 

as deep envious one. 


mit. 


luke 


90 


1 


1 Gen. 
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Gen. At his return, Be 
No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted, Ye 
And generally; ; whoever the king favours, % No 
The cardinal instantly will find employment, 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gen. All the commons 
Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscienes, 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 
They love and doat on ; call him, bounteous Buck 

ingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy ;— 

Gen. Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruin'd man you speak of, 


Enter Bucxinenam from his Arraignmen 
( Tipstaves before him, the Axe with the EAdg 
lowaurd him; Hatherds on each Side), uccom 


panied with Sir Tomas Lover, Sir Nich bf 
Vaux, Si WILLIAM SANDS, and common Po . 
ple, FC. }; 
2 Gen. Let's stand close, and behold him, s 
Buck. All good people, The 
You that thus far have come to pity me, Ga 
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
J have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment, Shal 
And by that name must die; Yet heaven beißz And 
witness, You 
And, if I have a conscience, let it sink me, Yet 
Even as the axe falls, if IJ be not faithful! Shal 
The law I bear no malice for my death, Lon 
T has done, upon the premises, but justice: Eve 
But those, that sought it, I could wish more CA And 
tians : : oo 
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Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em: 
Yet let *em look they glory not in mischief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against 'em. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 


More than J dare make faults. You few that 


loy'd me, 
And dare he bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
I; only bitter to him, only dying, 90 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 
Aud, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 
And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o'God's 
name. 
Lov, I do beseech your grace, for charity, 
[fever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, I as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all; 


There cannot be those numberless offences 100 
Gaiust me, that 1 can't take peace with: no black 


eny 
Shall make my grave. Commend me to his grace; 
And, if be speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
Lou met him half in heaven: my yows and prayers 
Yet are the king's ; and, 'till my soul forsake me, 


Shall cry for ble sings on him : May he live 


Longer than J have time to tell his vears! 


[Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be! 


And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! * 110 
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Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace: 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Jau. Pre pare there, 

The duke is coming: see, the barge be ready; 
And ſit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buch. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone; my state now will but mock me, 

When I came hither, I was lord high constable, 120 

And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 

Bohun : 

Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 

That never knew what truth meant: I now seal it; 

And with that blood, will make *em one day groan 

for't, 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who first rais'd head against usurping Richard. 

Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray'd. 

And without trial fell; God's peace be with hin? 

Henry the seventh succeeding, truly pitying 130 

My father's loss, like a most royal prince, 

Restor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins. 

Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and al! 

That made me happy, at one Stroke has taken 

For ever from the world. I had my trial, 

And, must needs say, a noble one; which makes me 

A little happier than my wretched father: 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes—Both 

Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most; 

A most unnatural and faithless service! 141 
Heaven 
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This from a dying man receive as certain: 
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Heaven has an end in all: Yet, you that hear me, 


Where you are liberal of your loyes, and coun- 
sels, | 

Be sure, you be not loose; for those you make 
friends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again 

But where they mean to sink ye. All good people, 


| Pray for me! I must now forsake you; the last 


hour 150 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell : 
And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak how I fell.—I have done; and God forgive 
me! [ Exeunt BuckixNcuan, and Train. 
| Gen. O, this is full of pity !—sSir, it calls, 
| fear, too many curses on their heads, 
That were the authors. 
2 Gen, If the duke he guiltless, 
'Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 160 
Greater than this. 
| Gen, Good angels keep it from us! 
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, 
Sir ? 
2 Cen. This secret is so weighty, 'twill require 
\ strong faith to conceal it. 
| Gen, Let me have it ; 
| do not talk much. 
2 Gen, I am conſident; 
You shall, sir; Did you not of late days hear 
D ij A buz. 
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A buzzing, of a separation 176 
Between the king and Katherine ? 

1 Gen, Yes; but it held not : 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord-mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gen, But that slander, sir, 
Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than ere it was: and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal, 180 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possessed him with a scruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately; 
As all think, for this business. 

1 Gen. Tis the cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 
The archbishoprick of Toledo, that is purpos'd. 

2 Gen. I think, you have hit the mark: But is“ 


not cruel, 190 


That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardind 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gen. »Tis woful, 
We are too open here to argue this; 


Let's think in private more. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


L—— » —k 


An Ante- Chamber in the Palace. Euter the 
Lord Chamberlain, reading « Lelter. 


My lord The horses your lordship sent for, 
with all the care I had, I saw tell chosen, ridden, 
und furnisghed. They were young and handsome ; 
| and of the best breed in the north. When they 

on eie ready to set out for London, a man of my 
lord cardinatl's, by commission, und main power, 

| took *em from me; with this reason His master 


e : ; 
would be 8erv*d before a subject, if not before the 
ing: which $topp'd our mouths, Sir. 203 
| I fear, he will, indeed: Well, let him have them; 
Ile will have all, I think. 
Inter the Dukes of NoRrork and SUFFOLK. 
J. 
= Nor, Well met, my lord chamberlain. 
100 Cham. Good day to both your graces. 
hy Suf. How is the king employed ? 
Na 
Cham, 1 left him private, 
Full of Sad thoughts and troubles, 210 
Nor, What's the cause ? 
_ Cham. It Seems, the marriage with his brother's 


wife 
as crept too near his conscience. 
Hf. No, his conscience 
== Flas crept too near another lady. 
Nor, Tis so; 
This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal: 
VB | D It That 
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That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Turns what he lists. This king will know him one 


day. 
Suf. Pray God, he do! he'll never know hin. 
self else. 220 


Nor. Tow holily he works in all his business! 

And with what zeal! For, now he has crack'd the 
league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great 
nephew, 

He dives into the King's soul; and there scattors 

Doubts, dangers, wringing of the conscience, 

Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage: 

And, out of all these to restore the king, 


1 He counsels a divorce: a loss of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 230 My! 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence | Cl 
That angels loves good men with ; even of her, The 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, You' 
Will bless the king: And is not this course pious! I Heal 
Cham. ITeaven keep me from such counsel ! Tis N 
most trae, 
These news are every where; every tongue speaks p 
'em, A dc 
And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see his main'end, F. 
The French King's sister. Heaven will one df A 
open EIN 


The King's eyes, that so long have slept upon 240 Ak 
This bold bad man. | 

Sf. And free us from his slavery. Into 

Nor, We had need pray, 5 Whe 

1 


30 


Ind 


Act IT. 


And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
[Or this imperious man will work us all 
[ love him not, nor fear him; there's my creed : 250 


Touch me alike, they are breath ] not believe in. 
[knew him, and I know him; so I leave him 


From these sad thoughts, that work too much 


My lord, you'll bear us company: 
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From princes into pages: all men's honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion'd 
lato what pitch he please. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 


As I am made without him, so Þ'll stand, 
If the King please; his curses and his blessings 


To him, that made him proud, the pope, 
Nor. Let's in ; 
And, with some other business, put the King 


upon him: — 


Cham. Excuse me; 280 
The king hath sent, me other. where: besides, 
You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him: 

Health to your lordships. 

Vor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[ Exit Lord Chamberlain, 


A door opens, and discovers the King vitling and 


reading peusively. 


Ff. How sad he looks! sure, he is much afflicted, 

Aing. Whose there? ha! 

Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. 

king, Who' $ there, I say ? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 


Into my private meditations ? 
Who am I? ha! 270 


Nor. 
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Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences, 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this Way, 
Is business of estate; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

King. You are too bold: 

Go to; I'll make ye know your times of business; 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha !— 


Enter WorstEy and Camretius with d Commis. 


sion. 
Who's there ? my good lord cardinal? O my 
Wolsey, 
The quiet of my wounded conscience, 279 


— Lou're welcome, 
To Canes, 
Most learned reyerend sir, into our kingdom; 
Use us, and it :—My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. [ To Worxts, 
/. Sir, you cannot, 
I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference, 
King. We are busy; go. [ To Norr. and Ser. 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him. 
Suf. Not to speak of: 
I would not be so sick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue. > Asie. 
Nor. If it do, 
I'll venture cue heave at him. 
J. I another. 


Thou art a cure fit for a king 


Exeunt NoRF. und SU. 

TVo!. Your grace has given a precedent of wis- 
dom, 

Abore 
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Above all princes, in committing freely 

Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard ty*d by blood, and favour to her, 
Must now confess, if he have any goodness, 300 


The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 


| mean, the learned ones, in christian kingdoms, 


Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of judg. 


ment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 


One general tongue unto us, this good man, 
[This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
Whom, once more, I present unto your highness. 


King. And, once more, in mine arms I bid him 
welcome, 


And thank the holy conclave for their loves; 


Ihey have sent me such a man I would have wish'd 
for. 310 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 
strangers' loves, 
You are so noble: To your highness' hand 
tender my commission; by whose virtue 


(The court of Rome commanding)—you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their servant, 


In the unpartial judging of this business. 
King. Two equal men, The queen shall be ac. 
quainted 


Forthwith for what you come :— Where's Gar. 


diner ? 
ol. I know, your majesty has always lov'd her 
o dear in heart, not to deny her that 320 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 
| King. 
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Act I. 


King. Ay, and the best, she shall have; and ny 
favour 

To him, that loves best; God forbid else. Cir. 
dinal, 

Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 

I find him a fit fellow. | 


CanniNAL goes out, and re-enters with Gap. 
DINER, 


IWo!. Give me your hand: much joy and fayour 
to you : | 
You are the king's now. 
Gard, But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais'd me. 
Avide, 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. 33 
[ Walks and hispers, 
Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him? 
Vol. Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 
Wot. Yes, surely. 
Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion spread 
then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 
Hol. How! of me? 
Cam. They will not stick to say, you envy'l 
him; 940 
And, fearing he would rise, he was $0 virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man still : which so griey'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dy'd. 
IVol. Heaven's peace be with him! 
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That's christian care enough; for living mur— 
murers, 

There's places of rebuke. Ile was a fool, 

For he would needs he virtuous : That good fellow, 

If I command him, follows my appointment; 

| will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 

We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 350 

King. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[ Exit GARDINER, 

The most convenient place that 1 can think of, 

For such receipt of learning, is Black. Friars : 


5 There ye shall meet about this weighty business: 

My Wolsey sce it furnish*d.—O wy lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave +11 
me osweet a bedfellow 7 But conscience, conscience \ 
o, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her, $1 
mn | [ Exeunt, | 
ers | 
ace mee, | 


SCENE III. 


— — — 


* 


cal n Ante- Chamber of the Queen's Apartments. 
Enter ANNE BuLLEN, and an old Lady. 


ung. Not for that neither ;—llere's the pang 
rl that pinches : : 399 
340 lis bighness having liv'd so long with her; and she 
ous, No good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Joy Pronounce dishonour of her—by my life, 
Wie never knew harm- doing ;—O now, aſter 
do many courses of the sun Venthron' d, 
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48 KING HENRY VIII. Act Il 


Still growing in a majesty and pomp—the which 
To leave is a thousand.fuld more bitter, than 
"Tis sweet at first to acquire—after this process, 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 70 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne, O, God's will! much better, 
She never had known pomp: though it be ten. 

poral, 

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, *tis a sutterance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady! 
She's stranger now again, 

Anne. So much the more 
Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 2380 
] swear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 


Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief, | 8 
And wear a golden sorrow. Fo 
Old L. Our content L 
Is our best having. Ye 
Anne, By my troth, and maidenhead, W. 
J would not be a queen. Ne 


Old L. Beshrew me, I would, 
And venture maidenhead fort ; and so would you, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 39) 
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart; which ever yet | 
Aﬀected eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 
Which, to say 800th, are blessings : and which giſts Th 
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Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive, 
If you might please to stretch it. 
Anne. Nay, good troth— 
Old L. Yes, troth and troth—Y ou would not 
be a queen ? 400 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
Old L. Tis strange, a three- pence bow'd would 
hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it: But, I pray you, 
What think you of a dutchess ? have you limbs 
To hear that load of title ? 
Anne, No, in truth, 
0!d L. Then you are weakly made: Pluck off 
a little; 
| would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than blushing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak 410 
Ever to get a boy. 
Anne. How you do talk! 
[| «wear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 
Old L. In faith, for little England 
You'd venture an emballing: I myself 
Would for Carnaryonshire, although there long' d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes 
here ? 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham, Good morrow, ladies, What were't 
worth, to know 
Che secret of your conference? 420 
Anne. My good lord, 
E Not 
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Not your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle husiness, and hecoming 
The action of good women : there is hope, 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen ! 

Cham. You bear a centle mind, and heaven 


blessings 
Follow such creatures, That you may, fair ladv. 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note's 4:0 


Ta'en of your many virtues, the King's majzest\ 

Commends his good opinion to you, and 

Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 

Than marchioness of Pembroke; to which tit!- 

A thonsand pounds a year, anunal support, 

Out of his grace he adds, 

Anne, 1 do not know, 

What Kind of my obedience i shouid tender : 

More than my all, is nothing : nor my prayers 

Are not words duly hallow*d, nor my wishes 44 

More worth than empty vanities? yet prayers, aud 
wishes, 

Are all I can return. *Beseech your lordship. 

Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedionce, 

As from a blusbing handmaid to his highness : 

Whose health, and royalty, I pray for, 

Cham, Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 

The king hath of you.—1I have perus'd her weil 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, [ Ave. 

That they have caught the king 4 And who know: 
yet, 450 

But from this lady may proceed a gem, 


TY 
70 


Ac 


An 


0 


nd 


To lighten all this isle?— I'll to the kiug, 
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And say, I spoke with you. 
Anne. My honour'd lord. 
[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 


Old L. Why this it is; see, see! 


| have been begging sixteen years in court 


(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 


| Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 


For any suit of pounds : and you, O fate! 
A very fresh fish here (fye, fye upon 460 


| This compell'd fortune!) have your mouth fill'd up, 


Before you open it. 
Anne. This is strange to me. 
Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence, 
no. 
There was a lady once (tis an old story), 


| That would not be a queen, that would she not, 
For all the mud in Egypt: — Have you heard it? 


Anne. Come, you are pleasant, 


O, L. With your theme, I could 


O'er- mount the lark, The marchioness of Pem- 


broke! 470 
A thousand pounds a year! for pure respect; 
No other obligation : By my life, 
That promises more thousands : Honour's train 
Is longer than his fore.skirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a dutchess ;—Say, 
Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being, 
If this salute my blood a jot : it faints me, 480 
To think what follows. 
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The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence: Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard to her. 

Old . What do you think me? [ Excunt, 


— 


SCENE IV, 


A Hall in Black-Friars. Trumpets, Sennet, and 
Cornets, Enter two Vergers, with short sil. 
ver Wands; next them, two Scribes, in the 
Habits of Doctors ; after them, the Archbishop 
of CAnTERBURY alone; after him, the Bishops 
of LixcorN, ELy, RocuesTeR, and St. Asapn; 
next them, with Some small distance, follows u 
Gentleman bearing the Purse, with the greut 
Seal, and a Curdinal's Hut,; then two Priecsts, 
bearing each a silver Cross; then a Gentle. 
maun-Usher bare-headed, accompanied ith « 
Serjeant at Arms, bearing @ silver Mace then 
two Geatlemen, bearing two great silver Pil. 
lars ; aſter them, side by side, the two Card. 
nals; tizo Noblemen ith the Seeord and Mate. 
the ing takes place under the Cloth of State; 
the two Cardinals, sit under him, as Judges. 
The Queen takes place, some distance from this 
King. The Bishops place themselves on carl 
Side the Court, in the manner of a Constis/ory; 
below them, the Scribes. The Lords sit ne! 
the Bishops. The nest stund in convenient on- 
der about the Stage, 


Pol. Whilst our commission from Rome is reach 
Let silence be commanded. 
King. 


In 


T 
d 


Act Il. KING HENRY VIII. 53 


King. What's the need? 
It hath already publickly been read, 
And on all sides the authority allow'd ; 490 
You may then spare that time. 

Vol. Be't so: Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry of England, come into the 

court, 

Crier. Henry, king of England, &c. 

King. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katherine, queen of England, come 
Into the court. 

Crier. Katherine, queen of England, &c. 


[The Qucen makes no Auster, rises out of her 
Chair, goes about the Court, comes to the 
King, and kneels ut his Feet ; then speaks. 


Queen. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 500 
am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 

No judge indiflerent, nor no more assurance 

Of equal friendship, and proceeding. Alas, sir, 

In what have I offended you? what cause 

Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 

That thus you should proceed to put me off, 

And take your good grace from me? Heaven wit- 
ness, 

| have been to you a true and humble wiſe, 

At all times to your will conformable : 510 

len in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, Subject to your conntenance ; glad or sorry, 

saw it inclin'd. When was the hour, 

lerer contradicted your desire, 


1 110 Or 
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Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave not notice 519 
He was from thence disc harg'd? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been plest 
Wich many children by you : If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty 
Against your sacred person, in God's name, 
Turn me away; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir. 
The king, your father, was reputed ſor 531 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch'd wit and judgment: Ferdinand, 
My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by many 
A year before: It is not to he question'd 
That they had gather'd a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business, 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful Wherefore I 
humbly 

Besecch you, sir, to spare me, 'till I may 540 
Be by my friends iu Spaiu advis'd; whose counse! 
I will implore: If not, i' the name of God, 
Your pleasure be fulüll'd! 

Wol. You have here, lady 
(And of your choice), the se reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 


Tea, 
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Yea, the clect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause: It shall be therefore bootless, 
That longer you defer the court; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 550 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam, His grace 
Has spoken well, and justly ; Therefore, madam, 
It's fit this royal session do proceed; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

Queen. Lord cardinal 
To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam ? 

(Queen. Sir, 560 
] am about to weep; but, thinking that 
Me are a queen (or long have dream'd so), certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I'Il turn to sparks of fire, 

Wol. Be patient yet. 

Queen. J will, when you arc humble; nay, before, 
Or God will ounish me. I do helieve e, 
Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge, 
You schall not be my judge: for it is you 570 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me 
Which God's dew quench !—'Thereſore, 1 say, 

again, 

lutte rly abhor, yea, from my soul 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth, 

Vol. I do proſess, 
You speak not like yourself ; whoever yet 
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56 KING HENRY VIII. Act II 


Have stood to charity, and display'd the effect; 

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 580 

O'er-toppiug woman's power. Madam, you do ne 
wrong: 

J have no spleen against you; nor injustice 

For you, or any: how far I have procceded, 

Or how far further shall, is warranted 

By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge 
me, 

That I have blown this coal: I do deny it: 

The king is present; if it be known to him, 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily, my fulohood i yea, as much 590 

As you have done my truth. If he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows, 

Jam not of your wrong, Therefore in him 

It lies, to cure me: and the cure is, to 

Remove these thoughts from you: T he which before 

His highness shall speak in, I do bescech 

You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 

And to say so no more. 

Queen. My lord, my lord, 

I aw a simple woman, much too weak 600 

To oppose your cunning, You are meek aud 
humble-mouth'd; 

You sign your place and calling, in full sceming, 

With meekness and humility ; but your heart 

Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, aud pride, 

You have, by lortune, and his highuess' favours, 

Gone slightly oer low steps; and now are mounted, 

Where powers are your retainers; and your words, 

Domesticks to you, serve your will, as't please 
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Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
You tender more your person's honour, than 610 


| Your high profession spiritual: That again 
I do refuse you for my judge; and here, 

| Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 

To bring my whole cause, *fore his holiness. 


And to be judg'd by him. 
She curt'sies to the King, and offers to depart. 
Cam, The queen is obstinate, 
Stubhorn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try'd by it; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 
King. Call her again. 620 
Crier. Katherine, queen of England, come into 
the court, 
Usher. Madam, you are call'd back. 
Queen, What need you note it? pray you, keep 
your way: 
When you are call'd, return, —Now the Lord help, 


| They vex me past my patience !—pray you, pass on: 
E | will not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 
| Upon this business, my appearance make 

In any of their courts. 


 _[Eneunt Queen and her Attendants, 
King. Go thy ways, Kate : 


| That man i the world who shall report he has 630 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 


For speaking false in that: Thou art, alone 


| (If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 


Thy meekness saint- like, wife.like government 


| Obeying and commanding—and thy parts 


Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out), 


| The queen of earthly queens :—She is noble born : 


And, 
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And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

ol. Most gracious sir, 64 
In humblest manner I require your highness, 
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears (for where | am robb'd and bound, 
There must I be unloos'd ; although not there 
At once and fully Satisfy"d), whether ever I 

Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Lay'd any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question ou't? or ever 

Have to you—but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady speak one the least word, that might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 631 
Or touch of her good person ? 

King. My lord Cardinal, 

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour. 

I free you from't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are $0, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd; 
But will you be more justify'd! ? you ever 600 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business; never 
Desir'd it to be stirr'd; but oft have hindred, oft, 
The passages made toward it: —on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,— 
I will be bold with time, and your attention :— 
'Fhen mark the inducement. Thus it came ;— give 
heed to't :— 

My conscience first receiv'd a tenderness, 
Scruple, and prick, ou certain speeches utter d 
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Act TE. 


hy the Bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassa- 


dor; 670 


Who had been hither sent on the debating 
marriage, *twixt the Duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary: I the progress of this busi- 


ness, 
Fre a determinate resolution, he 
(mean, the hishop) did require a respite: 
\ herein he might the King his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 


Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 


Sometime our brother's wife? This respite shook 


The hosom of my conscience, enter'd me, 680 
Vea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 


The region of my breast; which forc'd such way, 


That many maz'd considerings did throng, 
And press'd in with this caution. First, methought, 


stood not in the smile of heaven; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady's womb, 
if it conceiv'd a male child by me, should 


Do no more ollices of liſe to't. than 


The grave does to the dead: for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 690 


This world had air'd them: Hence 1 took a thought, 


This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom. 
Well worthy the hest heir o' the world, should not 
be gladded in't by me: 'Then follows, that 


[| weigh'd the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue's fail; aud that gave to me 
| Many a, groaning throe. Thus hulling in 


The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present here together; that's to say, 700 
meant 
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So please your highness, 


Ad II. 


I meant to rectify my conscience—which 
I then did feel full sick—-and yet not v 
By all the reverend fathers of the land, 
And doctors learn'd. —First, I began in privve 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember 
How under my oppression I did rcek, 

When I first mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

King. I have 
to Say 
How far you satisſy'd me? 

Lin, So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in't, 

And consequence of dread—that I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had, to doubt; 
And did entreat you highness to this course. 
Which you are running — 

King. I then mov'd you, 

My lord of Canterbury ; 
To make this present summons — Unsolicited 7: 
I left no reverend person in this court ; 

But, by particular consent, proceeded 

Under your hands and scals. 
For no dislike i' the world against the person 
Of our good queen, but the Sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forw ard: 
Prove but our marriage lawful, 
Aud kingly dignity, we are contented 

To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Katherine our queen, before the primest creatute 
That paragon'd o' the world. 
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Spoke long; be pleased yourzelf 


Thereſore, go on; 
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The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court to further day : 
Mean while must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. | They rtse to depart. 
King. I may perceive, 
These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. 740 
My learn'd and well-belov'd servant, Cranmer, 
Priythee, return! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along, Break up the court : 
| say, set on. 
[ Exeunt, in manner as they enter'd. 


* —ů 3 


ACT IIT. SCENE I. 


The Queen's Apartments, The Queen, and her 
wg Women, as at Work. 


Queen. 


Taxx thy lute, wench: my soul grows sad with 
troubles ; 


ing, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave 


working. 
SONG. 
e 
1 WW Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain-tops, thut freeze, 
{be F Bow 
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Bow themselves, when he did sing 
To his musich, plants, und flowers, 
ver sprung; as sun, and Showers, 

There had made « lasting spring. 


Foery thing that heard him play, 

Even the billowe of the seu, 10 
Hung their heads, and then tay by. 

In sweet musick is such art ; 

Killing care and grief of heart. 
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 


Enter d Centleman. 


Queen, How now ? 
Gent, An't please your grace, the two great 
cardinals 


Wait in the presence. 
Queen, Would they speak with me 7 
Gent, They wilbd me sa; so, madam. 
Queen, Pray their graces 2 
To come near, | Exit Gent.] What can be thei 
business 


With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour: 

] do not like their coming, now | think ou't, 

They should be good men; their aflairs are rights. 
dus: 

But, all hovds make not monks. 
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ol. Peace to your highness ! 
Queen. Your graces find me here part of © 
house-wife ; 
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[ would be all, against the worst may happen, 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords? 
ol. May it please you, noble madam, to with. 
draw 30 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming 
Queen. Speak it here; 


There's nothing I have done yet, o' my conscience, 


Deserves a corner: * Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a Soul as I do! 

My lords, I care not (so much I am happy 
Above a number), if my actions 

Were try'd by every tongue, every eye saw 'em, 


Envy and base opinion set against 'em, 40 
| I know my life so even: If your business 

| Seek me out, and that way J am wife in, 

Out with it boldly ; ; Truth loves open dealing. 


Wol. Tanta est ergd te mentis integritas, re 
gina SErenis8ima— 
Queen, O, good my lord, no Latin; 
lam not snch a truant since my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in: 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 
SUSPICIOUS ; 
Pray, speak in English: here are some will thank 
you, 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake; 
Believe me, she has had much wrong: Lord car. 
dinal, 51 


The willing'st sin I ever yet committed, 


May be absolv'd in English. 
IVol. Noble lady, 


am sorry my integrity should breed 
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(And service to his majesty and you) 
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant, 
We come not by the way of accusation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesscs : 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow; 69 
You have tov much, good lady: but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you; and to deliver, 
Like free and honest men, our just opinions, 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour'd madam, 
My lord of York—out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he $till bore you grace; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your Jate censure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too far)— 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 71 
His service, and his counsel. 

Queen. To betray me. [ Avide, 
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye speak like honest men (pray God, ye prove 

801) 

But how to make ye suddenly an answer, 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour 
(More near my life, 1 fear) with my weak wit, 
And to such men of gravity and learning, 

In truth, I know not. I was set at work 80 
Among my maids : full little, God knows, look— 
ing |, 

Either for such men, or such business. 

For her sake that I have been (for I feel 

The last fit of my greatness), good your graces, 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause; 
Alas! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 
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Fol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with 
these fears ; 
Your hopes and friends are inſinite. 
Queen, In England, 
ut little for my profit: Can you think, lords, 90 
That any Englishman dare give me counscl? 
Or be a known friend, *gainst his highness' plea. 
sure 
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest), 
And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out my aftlic tions, 
They that my trust must grow to, live not here ; 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
lu mine own country, lords, 
Cam, 1 would, your grace 


| Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 100 


Queen, Ho, sir? 
Cam. Put your main cause into the King's pro— 
tection ; 
[le's loving and most gracious : *twill be much 
both for your honour better, and your cause; 
For, if the trial of the law o%ertake you, 
1owl] part away disgrac'd, 
ol. He tells you rightly. 
Queen, Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my 
ruin: 


Is this y our christian counsel ? out upon ye! 


lleaven is above all yet; there sits a Judge, 110 
That no King can corrupt. 
Cum. Your rage mistakes us. 
Queen, The more shame for ye; holy men 1 
thought ye, 


| Upou my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues : 
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But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye, 

Mend 'em for shame, my lords. Is this your com. 
fort? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ? 

I will not wish ye half my miseries : 

] have more charity: But say, I warn'd ye; 12 

Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at 
once 

The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Queen, Ye turn me into nothing : Woe upon ye, 
And all such false professors! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 

If you be any thing but churchmen's habits) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me; 
Alas! he has banish'd me his bed already; 130 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords, 
And all the ſellowship 1 hold now with him 
Is only my obedience, What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a carse like this, 
Cam. Your fears are worse. 
Queen, Have 1 liv'd thus long—let me speak 
myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends a wife, a true one? 
A woman (1 dare say, without vaiu- glory) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 140 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king? lov'd him next heaven? obey'd 
him? 
Been out of ſondncss, superstitious to him? 


Almost 
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Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And am TI thus rewarded ? *tis not well, lords. 

Bring me a constant woman to her husband, 

One that never dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure; | 

And to that woman, when she has done most, 10 

et will ] add an honour—a great patience, | 
ol. Madam, you wander from the good we 


aim at, 150 9 
Queen, My lord, I dare not make myself so | 
guilty, [ 

To give up willingly that noble title 


Your master wed me to: nothing but death 


e, W Shall e'er divorce my dignitics, 
2 l. Pray, hear me, 4 
Queen. Would 1 had never trod this English 0 

earth, | | 

Or foit the flatteries that grow upon it! 1 

30 le have angels' faces, but heaven knows your E 
hearts. {| 

What will become of me now, wretched lady ? i 

| am the most unhappy woman living, — 160 b 

es las! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 1 
To her Women. | 

Shipwreck*d upon a kingdom, where no pity, 

ak Vo friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me, | 
Almost, no grave allow'd me :—Like the lily, if 

! Tha once was mistress of the field, aud flourish'd, | 
I'll hang my head, and perish, 

140 ol. If your grace N 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honest, 1 

5d bound feel more comfort: why should we, good 1 
: lady, by 
Upon what cause, wrong you? alas our places, 170 1 
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The way of our profession is against it; 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sowe'em. 
For goodness' sake, consider what you do; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage 


The hearts of princes kiss obedience, Ante- 
So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits, Du 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. Ea 
I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, Noz 
A soul as even as a calm; Pray, think us 150 W And f. 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and ser. (anno 
vants, The of 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. You wrong your hut th 
virtues With 
With these weak women's fears. A noble dt Sur 
As your's was put into you, ever casts To me 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves Remer 
you'; To be 
Beware, you lose it not : For us, if you please Suf. 
To trust us in your business, we are ready Have u 
To use our utmost studies in your service. ptrange 
Queen. Do what ye will, my lords: And, pray, yne sta 
forgive me, Out of 
If I have us'd my Self unmannerly; 190 % Char 
You know, ] am a woman, lacking wit What ! 
To make a ceemly answer to such persons. What v 
Pray, do my seryice to his majesty: Pires 1 
Ile has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers, Wir his 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fatherW yy th. 
Bestow your counsels on me: she now begs, Dyer th 
That little thought, when she set footing here, | Nor. 
She should have bought her dignities so dear, ls spe 
[ E-re: wth Matter 
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SCENE II. 


— 


— * 


Ante- Chamber to the King's Apartment. Huter 
Duke of NORTOLK, Duke of Surrork, the 
Earl of SURREY, and the Lord Chamberlain. 


Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 200 
Cannot stand under them; if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise, 

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur, J am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that may give me 


Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 


To be reveng'd on him. 
Sf. Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 210 
ptrangely neglected ? w hen did he regard 
Ihe stamp of nobleness in any person, 


Dut of himself? 


| Cham. My lord, you speak your pleasures: 


What he deserves of you and me, 1 know ; 


What we can do to him (though: now the time 


Lives way to us), I much fear, If you cannot 


par his access to the king, never attempt 


Any thing on him; ſor he hath a witchcraſt 


Dyer the king i in his tongue, 220) 
Nor, O, fear him not : 

lis spell in that is out: the king hath found 

Matter against him, that for ever mars 


The 
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The honey of his language. No, he's settled, 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur, Sir, 
I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true. 


In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 230 


Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
Wis practices to light? 

S. Most Strangely. 

Sur, O, how. how ; ? 


Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried, 
wherein wa: 


And came to the eye 0? 
read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holincss 


the king: 


Jo stay the judgment o' the divorce? For if 2 


It did take place, 1 do, quoth he, percezve, 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen's, lady Anne Bullen. 
Sur, Has the king this? 
S. Believe it, 
Sur, Will this work ? 


Cham. The king in this perceives him, how | 


coasts, 
And hedges, his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physick 
After his patient's death; 
Hath married the fair lady. 
Sur. Would he had! 


Suu. May you be happy in your wish, my loi; 


For, I proless, you have it, 
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dur. Now all my joy | 
Trace the conjunction ! | 
ySuf, My amen to't! |; 
Nor. All men's. | 
Ff. There's order given for her coronation : | 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 200 
ſo some cars unrecounted. — But, my lords, 
de is a gallant creature, and complete 
Jn mind and feature: I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
Jn it he memoriz'd, 
Sur, But, will the king 
Digest this letter of the cardinal's ? 
The lord forbid ! 
| Nor, Marry, Amen! 
yuf. No, no; 270 
There be more wasps that buz about his nose, 
Mill make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Cam— 1 
peius 4 
I; stolen away to Rome; hath ta'en no leave ; | 
as left the cause o“ the king unhandled ; and | 
posted, as the agent of our cardinal, N ' 
To Second all his plot. I do assure you, 8 
Ine king ery'd, ha! at this. 
Cham, Now, God incensc him, 
And let him ery, ha, louder ! 
Nor. But, my ord, 280 
When returns Cer? | 
Suf, He is return'd, in his opinions; which 
Have Satisfy*d the king for his divorce, 
ogether with all famous colleges WER: 
most! in Christendom: Shortly „I believe, 1 
second marriage shall he publish* d. and 
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Her coronation, Katherine no more 
Shall be called, queen ; but princess-dowager, 
And widow to Prince Arthur. 
Nor. This same Cranmer's 200 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the king's business. 
Suf. He has; and we shall see him 
For it, an archbishop. 
Nor. So J hear. 
Suf. *Tis so. 
The cardinal 


KING HENRY VIII. 


Act III 


Enter Worsry, and CROMWELL. 


Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody. 
No. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave't you the king? 300 
Crom. To his own hand in his bed- chamber. 
Wol. Look'd he o' the inside of the paper? 
Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them ; and the first he view'd, 

He did it with a serious mind; a heed 

Was in his countenance : Y on, he bade 

Attend him here this morning. 

IVol. Is he ready 

To come abroad? 

Crom. | think, by this he is. 310 
Wol. Leave me awhile. — [| Exit Cromwell, 

It shall be to the dutchess of Alencon, 

The French king's sister: he shall marry her.— 

Anne Bullen! No; no Anne Bullens for him: 

There's more in't than fair visage.— Bullen! 

No, we'll no Bullens !—Speedily I wish 
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Ty hear from Rome.—The marchioncss of Pem. 
broke !— 
Nor. He's discontented. 
Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 320 
| Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy justice! 
Mol. The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knight's 
daughter, 
To be her mistress? mistress! the queen's queen! 
This candle burns not clear: *tis J must snuff it; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her vir. 
tuous, 
And well-deserving? yet I know her for 
\ spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she Should lie i“ the bosom of 
Our hard.ral'd King, Again, there is sprung up 
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer: one 331 | 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king, * i 
And 1s his oracle, | 
Sir, J would, *twere something that would fret 
the string, | 
the master cord of his heart ! 1 f 


Enter the King, reading a Schedule; and Lovsr. 


31008 Sf. The king, the king! i 
1 Ming. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated : 
Ho his own portion! and what expence by the hour 

eus to flow from him! How, i” the name of thriſt, 
im: 3 he rake this together! Now, my lords; 341 

4 you the cardinal ? 
Vor. My lord, we have 
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Stood here observing him: Some strange commo. 
tion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and, anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon: in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 331 
King. It may well be; 
There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 
As I requir'd; And, wot you, what I found 
There; on my conscience, put unwittingly : 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing— 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household : which 
1 find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 360 
Possession of a subject. 
Nor. It is heaven's will : 
Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 
To bless your eye witkal, 
King. If we did think 
His contemplations were above the earth, 
And tix*d on spiritual object, he should stil 
Dwell in his musings: but, I am afraid, 
- His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious . ring. 370 
{ He takes his Seat ; and whispers Lovil, 
who goes Wo, SKY, 
Mol. Heaven forgive me! 
Ever God bless your bighness ! 
Aing. Good my lord. 


You 


Ao HE. KING HENRY VIII. 75 


. WW Youare full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 


Of your best graces in your mind; the which 
You were now running o'er: yon have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span, 
To keep your earthly audit: Sure, in that 
| deem you an ill husband; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 380 
ol. Sir, 
For holy offices I have a time; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
bear i' the state; and nature does require 
ler times of preservation, which, perforce, 
{ her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 
King. You have said well. 
Jol. And ever may your highness yoke toge. 
ther, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 390 
With my well saying! 
King. *Tis well said again ; 
And, *tis a Kind of good deed, to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds, My father lov'd you: 
lle said, he did; and with his deed did crown 
[lis word upon you. Since I had my oflice, 
| have kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Fmploy'd you where high profits might come home, 
But par'd my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 400 
b ol. What should this mean? Aside. 
dur. The lord increase this business! | As7de. 
King, Have I not made vo 5 
The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
ji And, 
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And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you: 
Wol. My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, 
Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than could 
My studied purposes requite; 
Beyond all man's endeavours : my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 
Yet, fill'd with my abilities: Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 420 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 
King. Fairly answer'd ; 
A loy al and obedient subject i is 
'Therein illustrated : the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i' the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, 
more 
On you, than any; so your hand, and heart, 
Your brain, and every function of y our power, 430 
Should, notw ithstanding that your bond of duty, 
As *twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 
ol. I do profes, 
That for your highness* good I ever labour'd 
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will he, 


Though all the world Should crack their duty to you, 
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And throw it from their soul; though perils did 

Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em, and 

Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 440 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 

And stand unshaken your's, 

King, "Tis nobly spoken :— 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 

For you have Seen him open't.—Read o'er this; 
Giving him Paper 8. 

And, aſter, this: and then to breakfast, with 

What appetite you have. 


[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal 
WoLsEY : ” the Nobles throng after him, 
whisper ing and s$miling, 


Fol. What should this mean? 
What sudden anger's this? how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 451 
Leap'd from his eyes: So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him; 
Then makes him nothing. 1 must read this paper; f 
| fear, the story of his anger. — ' Tis so; 
This paper has undone me: —' Pis the account 
Of all that world of wealth 1 have drawn together 
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome, O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 460 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
sent the King? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 
4 *twill stir him strongly; yet I know 

\ way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
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Will bring me off again, What's this—T' th: Nronow 
Pope 2 You ha 
The letter, as I live, with all the business In time 
{ writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewel! You as 
J have touch'd the highest point of all my great. (Mine, 
ness; 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 470 WBade n 
J haste now to my setting: 1 shall fall During 
Like a bright exhalation iu the evening, Ty'd it 
And no man see me more. Sur. 
NRe-enterthe Dukes of NorvFor. kx, and SUFFOLK, the 0 N 
Earl of Sun nur, and the Lord Chamberlain, iW, 
Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal: who WWithi: 


commands you Ilave! 


To render up the great seal presently dur 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself Thou 
To Esher House, my lord of Winchester's, 0f no 
Till you hear further from his highness, The h 

ol. Stay, (Witt 


Where's your commission, lords? words cannet Weigl! 


carry 480 Vous 
Authority so mighty. Far f. 
S. Who dare cross 'em? hat 


Bearing the King's will from his mouth exprestiy? 
Fol. Till 1 find more than will, or words, to While 


do it Abs0/ 
(I mean, your malice), know, oflicious lords, W: 
I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel This 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded—enyvy, [| ans' 
How eagerly ye follow my disgrace, Foun 
As if it fed ye 2 and how sleek and wanton From 


Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin? 440 His 
Folloy 
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Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have christian warrant for 'em, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal 
You ask with such a violence, the king 
(Mine, and your master), with his own hand gave 
me : 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life; and, to confirm his goodness, 
Ty'd it by letters patent: : Now, who'll take it? 
Sur. The king, that gave it. 
IVol. It must be himself then. 500 
yur, Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 
Jol. Proud lord, thou liest; 
Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Hlaye hurnt that tongue, than said so. 
dur. Thy ambition, 
Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together), 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of y our Poltey.1 ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; a 511 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
nat might have mercy on the fault thou gav'st 
him; 5 

Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv'd him with an axe. 

Wot. This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
| answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts: how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 520 


0 Willis noble! jury and foul cause can wituens; 
\ If 
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If I loy'd many words, lord, I shonld tell you, 
You have as little honesty as honour ; 

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the King, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a Sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur, By my soul, 
Your long coat, priest, 
should'st feel 
My sword i' the liſe-blood of thee else.—M y lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 331 

And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely, 

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 

Farewel nobility ; let his grace go forw ard, 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

ol. All goodness 
Is poison to thy stomach. 
Sur, Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion: 510 

The goodness of your interc epted packets, 

You writ to the pope, against the king : 
goodness, 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious,— 

My lord of Norfolk—as you are truly noble, 

As you respect the common good, the state 

Of our despis'd nobility, our issues, 

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen— 

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 

Collected from his life: I'll startle you 

Worse than the scaring bell, when the brown 
wench 590 

Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal, 
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ol. How much, methinks, I could despise this 
man, | 
But that I am bound in charity against it! | 
Nor. These articles, my lord, are in the king's | 
hand : | 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 
Vol. So much fairer, 
| W And spotless, shall mine innocence arise, | 
When the king knows my truth, | 
8 Sur, This cannot save you: 
| W 1 thank my memory, I yet remember 560 
Some of these articles; and out they shall. ; 
Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 2 
You'll shew a little honesty. 
ol. Speak on, sir; 
| dare your worst objections : if I blush, * 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners. { 
Sur, I'd rather want those, than my head, 
Have at you. | 
First, that, without the King's assent, or know- R 
ledge, 
Lou wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 570 
1 Nor, Then that, in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Was still inscrib'd $ in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. | 
Sf. Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of king, or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the Emperor, you made bold 
Lo carry into Flanders the great seal. 
50 yur, Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 580 
l, Without 
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Without the king's will, or the state's allow ance, 
A league between his highness and Ferrara, 
uf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caused 
Your holy hat to be stampt on the king's coin, 
Sur, Then, that you have sent innumerahle 
substance 
(By what means got I leave to your own consci. 
ence ), 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing 
Ofall the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, since they are of yon, and odious, 500 
I will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham, O my lord, 
Press not a falling man too far; tis virtue: 
His faults lie open to the laws; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 
Sur. I forgive him. 
SuF. Lord cardinal, the King's further pleasure 
1— 
Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 600 
Fall into the compass of a Promunire— 
That therefore such a writ be su'd against you; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Castles, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection: — This is my charge. 
Nor. And so we'll leave you to your meditation 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 


The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thaus 
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$ fare you well, my little good lord cardinal! 610 
[ Exeunt all but WorsEy. 

IVol. So farewel to the little good you bear me, 

Farewel, a long farewel, to all my greatness ! 

This is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 

The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 

And bears his blushing honours thick upon him: 

The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost; 

And—when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 

His greatness is a ripening—nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do, I have ventur'd, 

Likelittle wanton boys that swim on bladders, 620 

These many Summers in a sea of glory; 

But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 

At length broke under me; and now has leſt me, 

Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 

Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye; 

| fee] my heart new open'd: O, how wretched 

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes? favours ! 

here is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 

hat sweet aspect of princes, and our ruin, 630 

More pangs and ſears than wars or women have; 

Find when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again, — 


— 


Enter Cnouwxr, amazed!y. 


Mhy, how now, Cromwell? 

Crom. IT have no power to speak, sir. 
Hol. What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder. 
great man Should decline? Nay, an you Weep, 
Jam fallen indeed, 
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Crom. How does your grace? 640 
Wol. Why, well; 
Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell, 
I know myself now; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
Astill and quiet conscience. The king has cured me. 
] humbly thank his grace; and from these $houl. 
ders, 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. (50 
Crom. I am glad, your grace has made tha 
right use of it. 
IVol. J hope, I have: I am able now, methinks 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel), 
To endure more miseries, and greater far, 
Than my weak- hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 
Crom. The heaviest, and the worst, 
Is your displeasure with the king. 
Hol. God bless him! 
Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More i: 
chosen 690 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 
Pol. That's somewhat sudden: 
But he's a learned man. May he continue 


Long in his highness? ſavour, and do justice 
For truth's sake and his conscience 

bones, | 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings 
May have a tomb of orphan's tears wept on them! 
What more? 
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Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome, 
Install'd lord archbishop of Canterbury. 670 
I/ol. That's news indeed, | 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in secrecy long marry'd 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 
Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me down. 
O Cromwell, 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever: 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 680 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom- 
well ; 
Jam a poor fallen man, unworthy now 


| To be thy lord and master: Seck the king; 


That sun, ] pray, may never set! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art: he will adyance thee ! 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
| know his noble nature, not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too: Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 690 
For thine own future saſety. 

Crom. O my lord, 
Must I then leave you? must I needs forego 
50 good, so noble, and so true a master ?—- 

ear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord, — 
The king shall have my service; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be your's. 

Hol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
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In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc'd me, 700 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman, 

Let's dry our eyes: And thus far hear me, Crom. 
well ; 

And—when I am forgotten, as I shall be; 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me more must he heard of—say, I taught thee, 

Say, Wolsey—that once trod the ways of glory, 

Aud sounded all the depths and shoals of honour— 

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss*d it, 

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 710 

Cromwell, I] charge thee, fling away ambition; 

By that sin fell the angels, how can man then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by*'t ? 

Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate 
thee ; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not: 

Let all the ends, thou ſaim'st at, be thy country's. 

Thy God's, and truth's ; then if thou fall'st, 0 
Cromwell! 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king: 

And—Pr'ythee, lead me in: 721 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny; *tis the King's: my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

dare now call my own. O Cromwell, Cromwell: 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv*'d my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies, 

Crom, Good sir, have patience, 
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Wol. So I have. Farewel 730 
The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell, 
[ Excunt, 


ACT IV, SCENE 


— — — 


A Street in Westminsler. Enter two Gentlemen, 
meeting one another, 


1 Gientleman. 


You are well met once again. 
2 Cen. So are you, 
| Gen. You come to take your stand here, and 
behold 
The lady Anne pass from her coronation ? 
2 Gen. *Tis all my business. At our last en. 
counter, 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 
1 Gen, *Tis very true: but that time offer'd sor- 
row, 
This, general joy. 
2 Gen, "Tis well: the citizens, 
[ am sure, have shewu at full their royal minds; 10 
As, let *em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with shews, 
Pageants, and sights of honour. 
| (ren, Never greater, 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. 


1 Ji 2 Cen. 
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2 Gen, May I be bold to ask what that con. 
tains, 
That paper in your hand? 

1 Gen. Yes; 'tis the list 
Of those, that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. 20 
The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high steward ; next, the duke of Norfolk, 
To be carl marshal : you may read the rest. 

2 Gen, I thank you, sir; had I not known those 

customs, 

I should have been beholden to your paper. 
But, I beseech you, what's become of Katherine, 
The princess-dowager? how goes her business? 

1 Gen, That I can tell you too. The archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 30 
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not: 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king's late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorc'd, 

And the late marriage made of non effect : 
Since which, she was remoyed to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now sick. 

2 Gen. Alas, good lady !— 40 
The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is 

coming. [ Hautboys, 


THE ORDER or rus CORONATION. 


1. 4 lively Flourish of Trumpets. 
2, Then two Judges. 
3. Lord 


- 
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3, Lord Chancellor, ith the Purse and Mace 

before him. | [Musick. 

4, Choristers singing. 

5, Mayor of London, bearing the Mace, Then 
Garter, in his Coat of Arms, and on his Head 
« gilt Copper Crown, 

6, Marquis Dorstrt, bearing a Sceptre of Cold, 
on his Head u Demi-Coronal of Gold. With 
him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing the Rod of 
Silver with the Dove, crown'd with an 0s 
Coronet. Collars of SS. 

7. Duke of SurroLKk, in his Robe of Evtate, his 
Coronet on his Head, bearing d long while 
and, as High Steward. With him, the Duke 
of NoRFOLK, iwi/h the Rod of Marshalship, a 
Coronet on his Head. Collars of SS. 

8. A Canopy borne by four of the Cinque Ports ; 
under it, the Queen in her Robe; in her Hair 
richly adorned ith Pearl, crowned, On each 
Side her, the Bishops of London and Win. 
chester. 

9, The old Dutchess of Nonrork, in d Coronal 
of Gold, rerought with Flowers, bearing the 
Queen's Train, 

0, Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain Cir. 
clets of Gold without Flowers. 

They pass over the Slage in Order and State, 


2 Cen. A royal train, believe me.—These 1 
know ;— 
Who's that, that bears the sceptre? 
| Gen, Marquis Dorsct : 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod, 
1 ji 2 Gen. 
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2 Gen. A bold brave gentleman, That should he 
The Duke of Suffolk. 
1 Gen, *”Tis the same; high steward, 
2 Gen. And that my lord of Norfolk. 
1 Gen, Yes. 50 
2 Gen. IIeaven bless thee ! 
Looking on the Queen, 
Thou hast the sweetest face Jever look'd on.— 
Sir, as | have a soul, she is an angel; 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
Aud more, and richer, when he strains that lady: 
] cannot blame his conscience. 
1 Gen. They, that bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque Ports. 
2 Gen. Those men are happy; so are all, are 
near her. 60 
I take it, she that carries up the train, 
Is that old noble lady, dutchess of Norfolk. 
1 Gen. It is; and all the rest are countesses, 
2 Gen, Their coronets say so. These are stars, 
indeed; 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 
1 Gen. No more of that. 
[ Exit Procession, with a great Flourish 
of Trumpets. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


God save you, sir! Where have you been broiling 7 
3 Gen. Among the crowd i' the abbey ; where 
a linger 
Could nat be wedg'd in more: I am stifled, 
With the mere rankness of their joy, 70 
Q (een, 
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2 Gen, You saw the ceremony ? 
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| 
3 Gen, That I did. | 
1 Gen, How was it ? [ 
3 Gen. Well worth the seeing. ! 
2 Gen, Good sir, speak it to us. l 


3 Gen, As well as Jam able. The rich stream | 
Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen * 


| To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 9 
g | 0 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 0 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so, 80 19 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 1 
The beauty of her person to the people, — 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman . . 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 8 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 1 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 1 
As loud, and to as many tunes: Hats, cloaks , 
(Doublets, I think), flew up ; and had their faces : 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy * 
I never saw before. Great-belly'd women, 90 ON. 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 0 
And make 'em reel before 'em. No mau livin . 
Could say, 1½i is my wife, there ; ail were woven | 
do strangely in one piece. ; 
2 Gen. But, what follow'd ? . | j 
3 Gen, At length her grace rose, and with mo- ' 
dest paces if 
Came to the altar; where she kneePd, and, saint- wy | 
| like, | Tk 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly. «| 
7 ; 1 | | {> 
Ihen rose again, and bow'd her to the people: 100 1 1 
When by the archbishop of. Canterbury, 1 


She 107. 
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She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the choir, 
With all the choicest musick of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, 
Aud with the same full state pack'd back again 
To York-Place, where the feast is held. 
| Gen. You must no more call it Vork- Place, 
that's past: 110 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost; 
*Tis now the King's, aud call'd— Whitehall. 
3 Cen. I knowit; 
But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 
2 Gen, What two reverend hishops 
Were those that went on each side of the queen? 
3 Gen. Stokesly, and Gardiner; the one, of 
Winchester 
(Newly preſerr'd from the king's secretary), 
The other, London. E 
2 Cen. He of Winchester 
Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 
3 Glen, All the land knows that: 
Ilowever, yet there's no great breach; when it 
comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him, 
2 Gen. Who may that be, I pray you? 
3 Gen. 'Thomas Cromwell ; 
A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. The king has made him 180 
Master o' the jewel house, 


2 Gen. 
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And one, already, of the privy council, 

2 Gen, He will deserve more. 

3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt. 
| Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there shall be my guests; 
Something I can command. As I walk thither, 
P11 tell ye more, 

Both, You may command us, sir, [ Exeunt, 


—— 


SCENE II. 


— 


Kimbolton. Enter KarnrRI NE, Dowager, sich, 
led between GR Hru her Gentleman. Usher, 
and PATIENCE her Woman, 


Grif. How does your grace ? 140 
Kath. O, Grillith, sick to death: 

My legs, like loaded branches, bow to the earth, 

| Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair ;— 

| S0—now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griſſith, as thou led'st me, 
| That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Y es, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you ufſer” d, gave no ear to't. 

Kath. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he 

dy*d : 150 
If well, he step'd before me, happily. 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 
| For aſter the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested 
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Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted) to his answer, 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew $0 ill, 
He could not sit his mule, 
Kath. Alas, poor man! 
Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to Lei. 
cester, 160 
Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abhot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave these words—O father abbot, 
An old man, broken with the storms of slate, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
Give him alittle earth for charity! 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu'd him $till ; and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last), full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, I7! 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blessed part to Heaven, and slept in peace. 
Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on 
him ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity—He was a man 
Of an unhounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Ty'd all the kingdom : simony was fair play : 
His own opinion was his law: I' the presence 15) 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning : : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty : 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 
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Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 
Grif. Noble madam, 
Men's evil manners live in brass; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 


To hear me speak his good now? 191 


Kath. Yes, Good Griffith : 
[| were malicious else. 
Grif. This cardinal, 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honour. From his © radle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one: 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading: 
Lofty, and Sour, to them that lov'd him not; 199 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfy 'd in getting 
(Which was a sin), yet, in bestowing, madam, 
le was most princely : Ever witness for bim 
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford! one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out.live the good he did it : 
The other, though unſinished, yet so famous, 
do excellent in art, and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
[lis overthrow heap*d happiness upon him; 210 
For then, and not *till then, he felt himself, 
and found the blessedness of being little : 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he dy*d, fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other Speaker of my living actions, 
lo keep mine honour from corruption, 


But such an honest chronicler as Griflith, 
Whom 
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Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, A. 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 220 
Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him !— And 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower: 67 
I have not long to trouble thee.— Good Griflith, ki 
Canse the musicians play me that sad note Saw. 
J nam'd my knell, whilst I sit meditating G1 
On that celestial harmony J go to. Ke 
Sad and solemn Musich. | Invit 
Grif. She is asleep: Good wench, let's sit down _ 
quiet, 1 7 | 
For fear we wake her :—Softly, gentle Patience, 7 
The Vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after As 
another, ir Personages, clad in white Robes, Gr 
wearing on their Heads Garlands of Bays, and 
golden Vizards on their Faces; Branches of Posse 
Bays, or Palm, in their Hands. They firs ka 


congee wunto her, then dance ; and, at certain They 
Changes, the firs two hold a spare Garland WM Pa 
over her Head,; at which, the other four make WF How 
reverend Courtesies; then the two, that held How 
the Garland, deliver the same to the other next Aude 


fro, who observe the same Order in their r. 
* . * ; L 
Changes, and holding the Garland over her . 


Head: which done, they deliver the same Gur. 
land to the lust two, who likewise observe the 
same Order: at which (as it were by Inspira- 


tion), she makes in her Sleep Signs of Rejoi:. e. 
ing, and holdeth up her Hands to Heaven : und WF K 
so in their Dancing they oanish, carrying the WM Deer 
Garland with them, The Musick continues. | Gr! 


Kath. 
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Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye? Are ye 
| all gone ? 

And leave me here in wretchedess behind ye? 
Grif. Madam, we are here. 231 
Kath, It is not you [I call for: 

| Saw ye none enter, since I slept ? 

| Grif. None, madam. 

Kath, No! saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 

Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun? 

They promis'd me eternal happiness; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
am not worthy yet to wear: I shall, 240 
Assuredly. 

G. I am most joyful, madam, such good 

l dreams 

Possess your fancy. 

Kah. Bid the musick leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me, [ Musick ceascs. 

{ Pat, Do you note, 

- W flow much her grace is alter'd on the sudden? 

{ W How long her face is drawn? How pale she looks, 

Aud of an earthly cold? Mark her eyes. 

„. She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 250 

„Pat. Heaven comfort her! 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. An't like your grace— 
Kath. You are a saucy fellow: 
Deserve we no more reverence ? 
Gref. You are to blame, 
I Knowing, 
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Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatnes,, 
To use so rude behaviour: go to, kneel, 

Mes. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon; 
My haste made me unmannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 240 

Auth. Admit him entrance, Griffith: But thi 

_ fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. 
[ Exeunt GRIFFITH, and Messenger. 


Re. Enter Gereeitn, with Carucivs. 


If my sicht fail not, 
You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius, 
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 
hath. O my lord, 
'The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 


Wich me, since first you knew me. But, I pray von, 
What is your pleasure with me? 270 


Cap. Noble lady, 
First, mine own service to your grace; the next, 
The king's request that | would visit you; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 
Kath, O my good lord, that comfort comes t 
late: 
Tis like a pardon after execution: 
That gentle physick, given in time, had cur'd me, 
But now I am past all comforts here, but prayer 
How does his highness ? 2h 


Cap. Madam, in good health. - 
(il 
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L th. So may he ever do! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the Kingdom !— Patience, is that letter, 
[] caus'd you write, yet sent away? 
Pat. No, madam. 
Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 
Cap. Most willing, madam. 290 
Kath. In which I have commended to his good. 
ness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daugh. 
ter: 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her! — 
jeseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding; 
(She is young, and ol a noble modest nature; 
| hope, she will deserve well) and a little 


To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him, k 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition | 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 1 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 300 15 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not one, 1 dare avow 0 
(And now I should not lie), but will deserve, - 44 
For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, 5 
For honesty, and decent carriage, | 
right good husband; let him be a noble; 4 
"nd, sure, these men are happy that shall have 'em. ' 
The last is, for my men ;—they are the poorest, 4 


Put poverty could never draw 'em from me ;— 


. 


hat they may have their wages duly paid 'em, 

. And something over to remember me by: 311 d 
"WI heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life, 1 
7 And able means, we had not parted thus. 21 


I Ji These 
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These are the whole contents: And, good my lord. 
By that you love the dearest in this world, 
As you wish christian peace to souls departed, 
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 
Or let me lose the fashion of a man. 32 

Kath. IT thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 
Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world : tell him, in death I blest him, 
For so I will. —Mine eyes grow dim. —Farewel, 
My lord. Griffith, farewel.—Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet. I must to bed; 
Call in more women. — When I am dead, god 

wench, 

Let me be us'd with honour; strew me over 32 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may kuos 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 
Then lay me forth : althongh unqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a King, inter me. 
I can no more, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


| Some part of the Palace, Enter Garvpiner Br. 
Fs . * * 
hop IVinchester, a Page with a Torch before 
him, met by Sir Tomas Lover. 


Gardiner. 


, W 11's one o'clock, boy, is't not? 
Boy. It hath struck. 5 
| Card. These should be hours for necessities, ls 

Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
(WF Wich comforting repose, and not for us 

o waste these times.—Good hour of night, Sir 
29 Thomas ! N 
M hither so late ? 

Lov, Came you from the king, my lord ? 


e Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas ; and leſt him at primero 
Wich the duke of Suflolk. 10 
Lov, I must to him too, 4; 
8 Before he go to bed. Pl take my leave. 
Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel, What's the i 
matter ? | 
It scems, You are in haste: an if there be | 4 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 1 
Some touch of your late business : Aflairs, that walk : 
(As, they say, spirits do) at midnight, have > 
In them a wilder nature, than the business *8 
- | bat seeks dispatch by day. 1 
Lov, My lord, I love you; 20 Mi 
And durst commend a secret to your car 1 
[uz 1 ji Much 
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Much weightier than this work, The queen's in 
labour, 
They say, in great extremity ; and fear'd, 
She'll with the labour end. 
Gard, The fruit, she goes with, 
I pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb'd up now. 
Lov. Methinks, I could 
Cry the amen; and yet my conscience says 30 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 
Gard, But, sir, sir 
Hear me, Sir 'Thomas : You are a gentleman 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious ; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well— 
"will not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me— 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 
Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 40 
The most remark'd i' the kingdom. As for Crom. 
well 
Besides that of the jewel-house, he's made master 
O the rolls, and the King's secretary; further, +ir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 
With which the time will load him: The archbishop 
Is the King's hand, and tongue; And who dare 
Speak 
One syllable against him? 
Gard. N es, yes, Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare and 1 myself have ventur'd 
o speak my mind of him: and, ind: oed, this day, 
Sir ([ may tell it you), I think, 1 have 51 
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Hncens'd the lords o' the council, that he is 
(For so I know he is, they know he is) 
A most arch heretick, a pestilence 
hat does infect the land: with which they moved, 
Have broken with the king; who hath so far 
(;iven ear to our complaint (of his great grace 
And princely care; forcsceing those fell mischiefs 
Pur reasons laid before him), he hath commanded, 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 60 
lle be convented, He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
nd we must root him out. From your affairs 
hinder you too long: good night, Sir Thomas. 
Lov. Many good nights, my lord ; I rest your 
Servant, 
[Exeunt GarDINER, and Page. 


ſs Lover is going out, enter the Ring, and the 
Duke of SUFFOLK. 


king. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 

My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

N. Sir, I did never win of you before, 

king. But little, Charles; 

ſor shall not, when my fancy's on my play.— 

low, Lovel, from the queen what is the news? 70 

| Lov, 1 could not personally deliver to her 

Nhat you commanded me, but by her woman 

sent your message; who return'd her thanks 

the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your high. 
ness 

ost heartily to pray for her. 

King, What say'st thou? ha! 

pray for her? what, is she crying out? 


Lov, 


2 
: 
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Lov. So said her woman; and that her sufferance 
made 
Almost each pang a death. 
King. Alas, good lady! 80 


SY. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir! 

King. Tis midnight, Charles, 
Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers rememher 
The estate of my poor queen, Leave me alone; 
For I must think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf. 1 wish your highness 


A quiet night, and my good mistress will 90 
Remember in my prayers. 
King. Charles, good night. — [eit Surrons, 


Enter Sir XN THON XY DENNY. 


Well, sir, what follows? 


Denny. Sir, J have brought my lord the arch 


bishop, 
As you commanded me. 
King, Ha! Canterbury? 
Denny. Ay, my good lord, 
King. *Tis true : Where is he, Denny ? 
Denny. He attends your highness? pleasure. 
King. Bring him to us. 
Lov. This is about that which the bishop 5paV 
I am happily come hither, [ 4x10 


Re. Eb 


Jo att 


0 0 


[Exit Dr yy; 


Act V 


Kin 
Ha!— 
What 

Cru 
'Tis h 

Kin 


Where 
Cra 


Hin 
My gc 


0 ome, 


I have 


Ah, m 


And a 


Jhave 
Tleard 


Grieve 


Ilave 1 
This n 
Y ou c. 


ut th; 
AV hich 
BY our 


＋0 ma 


4 


t fits 1 


9) ould 


if 
10 


Aci J. - KING HENRY VIII. 105 


I have news to tell you: Come, come, give me | 


And am right sorry to repeat what follows: | 


YU of us, 


BY ould come against you, 


1 
I 
. 
. 


Re. Enter DNN Y, with CRANMER. 


King. Avoid the gallery. | Lover, se el to stay. 
Ha!—lI have said—Be gone. 
What !— Ezeunt Lover, and DexNy. 
Cran, Tam fearful ;— Wherefore frowns he thus? 
'Tis his aspect of terror, All's not well, 
King, How now, my lord? You do desire to 
know 
Wherefore I sent for you, 
Cran. It is my duty 110 


© To attend your highness' pleasure. 


Hing. Pray you, arise, 
My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn together ; 


your hand, t 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 


| have, and most uuwillingly, of late 


Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, | 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being cons1. 


der'd, 120 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us; where, I know, | 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 


1 But that, till further trial, in those charges 
* hich will require your answer, you must take 
Jour patience to you, and be well contented 


To make your house our Tower: You a brother 
fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 


Cran, 
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Cran. J humbly thank your highness; 130 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn shall fly asunder : for, I know, 
There's none stands under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I myself, poor man. | 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 

In us, thy friend: Give me thy hand, stand up; 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
What manner of man are you? My lord, I look" 
You would have given me your petition, that 141 
1 should have ta'en some pains to bring together 


Vourself and your accusers; and to have heard you, 


Without indurance, further, 

Cran. Most dread liege, 
The good I stand on is my truth, and honesty; 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 


Will triumph o'er my person; which I weigh no, 


Being of those virtues vacant, I fear nothing 


What can be said against me, 15 


King. Know you not 


How yourstate stands i' the world, with the who: 


world ? 


Your enemies are many, and not small ; their prac 


tices 
Must bear the same proportion : and not ever 
The justice and the truth o' the question carries 
The due o' the verdict with it: At what case 
Might corrupt minds procure kuaves as corrupt 


To swear against you? such things have been don! 


You are potently oppos'd; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 16 
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mean, in perjur'd witness, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, Whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. God and your majesty, 
Protect mine innocence, or J fall into 
The trap is laid for me! 

King. Be of good cheer ; 
They shall no more prevail, than we give way to, 
Keep comfort to you; and this morning see 171 
You do appear before them; if they shall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
he occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Weliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man 


weeps ! 
Wic's honest, or mine honour, God's blest mother! 
| Swear, he is true. hearted; and a soul 181 


None hetter in my kingdom. — Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you. — lle has strangled 
Wis language in his tears. [ Exit CRANMER. 


Enter an Old Lady. 


(ren. [rithin. | Come back; What mean you? 
Lady. I'll not come back; the tidings that I bring 
IV ill make my boldness manners,—N ow, good an- 
| gels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their bless&d wings ! 


py K; 
1 72 
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King. Now, by thy looks 190 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege; 
And of a lovely boy: The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her! 'tis a girl, 
Promises boys hereafter, Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; *tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 

King. Lovel— 206 


KING HENRY VIII. 


Enter Lover. 


Lov. Sir. 
King. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the 
queen, [ Exit King, 
Lady. An hundred marks! By this light, Þl 
have more, 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
I will have more, or scold it out of him, 
Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 
I will have more, or else unsay't; and now, 
While it is hot, III put it to the issue. 


— — 


— — — 


SCENE II. 


— — 


Before the Council.Chamber. CRANuNn, Ser. 
vants, Door. Keeper, Sc. attending. 


Cran. 1 hope, I am not too late; and yet the 
gentleman, 200 

That was sent to me from the council, pray'd 2 
| 0 


[ Exeunt, | 
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To make great haste. All fast? what means this ?— 
Hoa! 
Who waits there? —sure, you know me? 
D. Keep. Yes, my lord; 
But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran, Why? | 
D, Keep. Your grace must wait, *till you be call'd 
for. 


Enter Doctor Burrs, 
Cran. S0— 
Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 
| came this way so happily: The king 
Shall understand it presently. [ Exit Butts, 
Cran, | Aside. | Tis Butts, 221 
The King's physician ; As he past along, 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me! 
Pray heaven he sound not my disgrace! For certain 
This is of purpose lay'd, by some that hate me 
(God turn their hearts! I never sought their ma. 
lice) 
To quench mine honour: they would shame to 
make me 
Wait else at door; a fellow-counsellor, 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their plea. 
sures 
Must be fulſill'd, and I attend with patience. 230 


Enter the King, and Burrs, at a Window above. 


Butts, I'll chew your grace the strangest sight 
King. What's that, Butts? 


Butts. 1 think, your highness saw this many a 
dav. 


K king. 
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King. Body o'me, where is it? 

Butts. There, my lord: 
The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 
Who holds his state at door, *mongst pursuirants, 
Pages, and foot-boys. 

King, Ha! ”Tis he, indeed : 
Is this the honour they do one another ? 240 
"Tis well, there's one above 'em yet. I had thought 
They had parted so much honesty among 'em 
(At least, good manners) as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our favour, 
To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures, 
And at the door too, like a post with packets, 
By holy Mary, Butts. there's knavery : 
Let *em alone, and draw the curtain close ; 
We shall hear more anon,-—— 24% 
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Enter the Lord Chancellor, places himself at th 
upper End of the Table on the Left-Tland; « 
Seat being left void abure him, as for the Arch. 
ish of CanTterrRBUuRy, Duke of SUptolk, 
Duke of NORTOLIk, Scrrty, Lord Chamber. 
lain, and GARDINEN. Seat themselres in Order 
on each side. CuOMWELL ut the lower End, u. 
Secretary. 


Chan. Speak to the business, master secretary: 
Why are we met in council : 
Crom, Please your honours, 
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gard, Has he had kubvledge of it? 
Crom. Yes, 
Nor, Who waits there? 
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D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gard, Yes. 

D. Keep. My tord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 

Chan, Let him come in, 261 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 
CRANMER Qpproaches the Council Table. 

Chan. My good lord archbishop; Iam very sorry 

| To sit here at this present, and behold 

That chair stand empty: But we all are men, 

In our own natures frail ; and capable 

Of our flesh, few are angels; out of which frailty, 

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach 
us, 

Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little, 

Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 270 

The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chap- 
lains' 

(For so we are inform'd), which new opinions, 

Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies, 

And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords: for those, that tame wild horses, 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle; 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 


'em, A 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our uneasiness, and childish pity 280 


To one man's honour) this contagious sickness, 
Tarewel all physick: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 

Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neigh. 


bours, 
K ji The 


S 
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Act J. 


The npper Germany, can dearly witness, 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 
Cran, My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have labour'd, 
And with no little study, that my teaching, 
And the strong course of my authority, 290 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living 
(1 speak it with a single heart, my lords) 
A man, that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience, and his place, 
Defacers of a publick peace, than I do. 
Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment, 
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 300 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 
Suf. Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse yon, 
Gard. My lord, because we have business of 
more moment, 
We will be short with you. *Tis his highness' plea- 
sure, 
And our consent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 310 
Where, being but a private man again, 
Yon shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 
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You are always my good friend; if you will 


[ shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 


You are so merciful: I see your end, 


"Tis my undoing : Love and meekness, lord, 


Become a churchman better than ambition ; 
Win straying souls with modesty again, 
Cast none away. That I shall clear myself, 


Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 


| make as little doubt, as you do conscienc 
In doing daily wrongs. 1 could say more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me mo 
Gard. My lord, my lord, you are a sectar 
That's the plain lruth; your painted gloss 
vers, 


To men that understand you, words and weakness. 
Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a little, 
y your good favour, too sharp; men so noble, 330 


llowever faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been: 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man, 

Card, Good master secretary, 
| cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord? 

Gand. Do not 1 know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound? 

Gard, Not sound, I say. 

Crom. Would you were half so honest! 


Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fears, 
Gand. 1 shall remember this bold language. 


Crom. Do. 
Remember your bold life too. 
* fil 
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Cham. This is too much : 
Forbear, for shame, my lords. 
Gard. I have done. 
Crom. And I, 
Cham. Then thus for you, my lord—— It stands 
agreed, 
J take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You, be convey'd to the Tower a prisonef; 
There to remain, *till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us: Are you all agreed, lords? 
All. We are, 
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 
Gard, Whac other 
Would you expect? Youarestrangely troublesome. 
Let some o' the guard be ready there. 361 


Enter Guard. 


Cran. For me? 
Must I go like a traitor thither ? 
Guard, Reccive him, 
And sce him safe i' the Tower. 
Cran. Stay, good my lords, 
I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords: 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 360 
Cham. This is the king's ring. 
Sur, *Tis no counterfeit. 
S. Tis the right ring, by heaven: 
all, 
When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
'T would fall apon ourselves. 
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| Nor, Do you think, my lords, 
The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 
Cham. *Tis now too certain: 
How much more is his life in value with him; 380 
Would I were fairly out ou't. 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In sceking tales, and informations, 
Against this man (Whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at), 
e blew the fire that burns ye: Now have at ye. 


| Enter King, frotening on them : takes his Seat. 


Gard, Dread sovereign, how much are we hound 
to heaven 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince; 
Not only good and wise, but most religious : 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 390 
The chicf aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 
His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great oflender. 
Hing. You were ever good at sudden commenda. 
tions, 
Bichop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
Jo hear such flatteries now, and in my presence; 
they are too thin and base to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach: You play the spanicl, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But, whatsoever thou tak'st me for, I am sure, 401 
Thon hast a cruel nature, and a bloody.— 
Cood man, sit down, Now let me see the proudest 
[To CuANurn. 
He, 


- <anm—y co 
fb 


Act . 


Ile, that dares most, but wag his fingor at thee : 

By all that's holy, he had better starve, 

Than but once think this place becomes thee not, 
Sur, May it please your grace 
King, No, sir, it does not please me. 

TI had thought, 1 had men of some understanding 

And wisdom, of my council; but I find none, 419 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man (few of you deserve that title), 

This honest man, wait like a lousy foot-hoy 

At chamber door? and one as great as you arc? 

Why, what a shame was this ? Did my commission 

Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye 

Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom : There's some of ye, J see, 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean; 420 

Which ye shall never have, while 1 live. 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 

To let my tongue excuse all, What was purþ0»'d, 

Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 

(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial, 

And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 

Jam sure, in me. | 
Aing. Well, well, my lords, respect him : 

Take him, and use him well, he's worthy of it, 430 

] will say thus much for him, If a prince 

May be bcholden to a subject, I 

Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 

Be friends, for shame, my lords, —M y lord of Can— 

terburv, 
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have a Suit which you must not deny me: 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism; 
| You must be godfather, and answer for her. 
Gran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour; How may I deserve it? 440 
That am a poor and humble subject to you? 
King. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare your 
spoons: you shall have 
| Two noble partners with you: the old dutchess of 
Norfolk, 
And lady marquis Dorset; Will these please you? | 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 5 
Embrace, and love this man, | 
Gard. With a true heart, 
And hrother's love, I do it. 
Cran, And let heaven 4 
Witness, how dear TI hold this confirmation. 450 
King. Good man, those joyful tears sbew thy 
true heart. | 
The common voice, I see, is verify'd 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my lord of Canterbury 
A shretwd turn, and he is your friend for ever,— 


Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long | 
To have this young one made a Christian. 
| As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 
o I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 4 
Eæeunt. 5 
k 


SCENE 
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Act 5. 


SCENE III. 


— 


The Palace Yard. Noise and Tumult within : 
Enter Porter, and his Man. 


Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals: 
Do you take the court for Paris-Garden? ye rude 
slaves, leave your gaping. 461 

Within. Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder, 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, you 
rogue. Is this a place to roar in? Fetch me ado. 
zen Crab. tree staves, and strong ones; these are hut 
switches to *em.—P'l: scratch your heads: You 
must be seeing christenings? Do you look for ale 
and cakes here, you rude rascals ? 

Man, Pray, sir, be patient; 'tis as much im. 

possible 470 
(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons) 
To scatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em sleep 
On May.day morning; which will never be: 

We may as well push against Paul's, as stir em. 

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Man. Alas, I know not ; How gets the tide iu: 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
( You see the poor remainder) could distribute, 

I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir. 480 

Man, IJ am not Sampson; nor Sir Guy, nor Col- 
brand, to mow 'em down before me; but, if ! 

spar'd any, that had a head to hit, either young or 


old, he or she, cuckold or cuckold maker, let me 
never 
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never hope to see a chine again; and that I would 
not for a cow, God save her. 

Within. Do you hear, master porter ? 

Port, I shall he with you presently, good master 
puppy.—Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What would you haye me do ? 490 

Port. What should you do, but knock 'em down 
by the dozens? Is this Moorſields to muster in? 
or have we some strange Indian with the great tool 
come to court, the women so besiege us? Bless me, 
what a cry of fornication is at door! O' my chris. 
tian conscience, this one christening will beget a 
thousand; here will be father, godfather, and all 
together. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There 
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a 
brasier by his face, for o' my conscience, twenty of 
the dog-day's now reign in's nose; all that stand 
about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance: That fire.drake did I hit three times on 
the head, and three times was his nose discharg*d 
against me; he stands there, like a mortar- piece, 
to blow us, There was a haberdasher's wife of small 
nit near him, that rail'd upon me till her pink por. 
ringer fell off her head, for kindling such a com. 
bustion in the state. I miss'd the meteor once, and 
lit that woman, who cry*d out, clubs! when I might 
zee from far some forty truncheoneers draw to her 
zuccour, which were the hope of the strand, where 
ie was quarter'd. They fell on; I made good my 
place; at length they came to the broomstaff with 
me. 1 defy'd 'emstill; when suddenly a file of boys 
behind 'em, loose shot, deliver'd such a shower of 
pebbles, 
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pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine honour jy, 
and let 'em win the work: The devil was amongst 
'em, I think, surely. 59( 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at à 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples; that ny 
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-Hill, or 
the limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, are 
able to endure. I have some of 'em in Limbo Pq. 
trum, and there they are like to dance these three 
days; besides the running banquet of two beadle, 
that is to come, 


Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham. Mercy o' me, what a multitude are here! 
They grow still too, from all parts they are com. 
ing, 590 
As if we kept a fair! Where are these porters, 
These lazy knaves ?—Ye have made a ſine hand, 
fellows. 
There's a trim rabble let in; Are all these 
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? We shall hays 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladiq, 
When they pass back from the christening. 
Port. Please your honour, 
We are but men; and what so many may do, 
Not being torn a-pieces, we have doue : 
An army cannot rule 'em. 510 
Cham, As I live, 
If the king blame me for't, I'II lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect: You are lazy knaves: 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets m_ 
C\ 
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They are come already from the christening-: 
Go, break among the press, and find a way ont 
To let the troop pass fairly; or I'll find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two months. 
Port. Make way there for the princess. 551 
Man. You great fellow, stand close up, or I'll 
make your head ache, 
Port. You i the camblet, get up o' the rail; III 
peck you o'er the pales else. [ Exeunt. 


n 


- — — 


SCENE IF. 


1—— 


The Palace. Enter Trumpets, sounding ; then 
to Aldermen, Lord-Mayor, Gurten, Crane 
urn, Duke of NORTOLK with his Marshall's 
Staff, Duke of Surrork, tico Noblemen bear. 
ing great slanding Hotels for the Christening 
Gifts ; {hen four Noblemen bear ing a Canopy, 
under. which the Dutchess of None, God. 
mother, bearing the Child richly habited in « 
Mantle, &c. Train borne by a Lady: then 
follows the Marchioness of Doxsrr, the other 
Godmother, and Ladies. The Troop pass once 
about the Stage, und Garter speaks : 


Curt. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send 
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the high 
and mighty princess of England, Elizabeth! 


Flourish, Enter King, and Train. 


Crun. | Kneeling.) And to your royal grace, 
aud the good queen, 
| 1. My 
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My noble partners, and myself, thus pray :— 500 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make * happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 

King. "Thank you, good lord archbishop: 
What is her uame? | 

Cran, Elizabeth. 

King. Stand up, lord. — 

[The King kisses the Child. 

With this kiss t take my blessing: God protect thee! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 


Cran. Amen, 570 
Hing. My noble gossips, ye have been too pro. 
digal : 


I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, 
When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, sir, 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they 'I find 'em truth 
This royal infant (heaven still move about her J. 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness: She sh. all be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness) 58! 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that shall succeed: Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this poor soul shall be: all princely graces, 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 
Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse 

her, 


Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her: 
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che shall be lov'd, and fear'd: Her own shall bless 
| her ; 590 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 
And hang their heads with sorrow: Good grows 
with her : 
nn her days, every man shall cat in safety, 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 
God shall be truly known ; and those about her 
From her shall reap the perfect way of honour, 
And by those claim their greatuess, not by 
blood. 
fre Shall this peace sleep with her; But as when 
he bird of wonder dies, the maiden phaznix, 600 
Her ashes new create another heir, 
As great in admiration as herself ; 
So shall she leave her blessedness to one 
(Whew heaven $hall call her from this cloud of 
darkness), 
Who from the sacred ashes of her honour, 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 
And so stand fix'd : Peace, plenty, love, truth, ter. 
ror, 
That were the servants to this chosen infant, 
Shall then be his, aud like a vine grow to him : 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 610 
His honour, and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations: He shall flourish, 
Aud, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him: Our children's chil. 
dren 
Shall see this, and bless heaven. 
Aing, Thou speakest wouders. | | 
Chan, 
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Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall sce her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 619 
Would I had known no more! but she must die 
She must, the saints must have her; yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her, 

King. O lord archbishop, 

Thou hast made me now a man; never, before 

This happy child, did I get any thing: 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas'd me, 

That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire 

To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.— 

I thank ye all. —To you, my good lord-maror, 630 

And your good brethren, I am much beholden :; 

I have received much honour by your presence, 

And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, 
lords ;— : 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye, 

She will be sick else. This day, uo man think 

He has business at his house; for all shall stay, 

This little one shall make it holiday. { Excunt, 
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EPILOGUE. 


'Tis ten to one, this play can never please 

All that are here : Some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those we fear, 

e have frighted with our trumpets ; so, "tis clear, 
They'll say, *tis naught, others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry —that's witty ! 
Which we have not done neither: that, I ſear, 
All the expected good we are like to hear 

For this play at this time, is only in 

The merciful construction of good women ; 10 
For such a one we shew'd em: If they smile, 

And san, *twill do, I know, within a while 

All the best men are ours; for tis ill hap, 

If they hold, when their ladies bid 'em clap, 


THE END. 
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OBSERVATIONS 


on Tn Fable AN p Composition or 


HAMLET. 


Tus original story on which this play is built, may be 
ſound in Saxo Grammaticus, the Danish historian. From 
thence Belleforest adopted it in his collection of novels, in 
«even volumes, which he began in 1564, and continued to 
publisn through sueceeding years. From this work, The 
Hystorie of Hamblett, quarto, bl. I. was translated. I have 
hitherto met with no earlier edition of the play, than one in 
the year 1604, though it must have been performed before 
that time, as I have seen a copy of Speght's edition of 
Chaucer, which formerly belonged to Dr. Gabriel Harvey 
(the antagonist of Nash), who, in his own hand-writing, 
has set down the play, as a performance with which he was 
well acquainted, in the year 1598. His words are these: 
* The younger sort take much delight in Shakspere's Venus 
* and Adonis; but his Lucrece, and his tragedy of Hamlet 
* Prince of Denmarke, have it in them to please the wiser 
sort, 1598.“ 

If the dramas of Shakspere were to be characterised, each 
by the particular excellence which distinguishes it from the 
A ij rest, 


iv | OBSERVATIONS, Ec. 

rest, we must allow to the tragedy of Hamlet the praise of 
variety. The incidents are so numerous, that the argumen! 
of the play would make a long tale. The scenes are inter. 
changeably diversified with merriment and solemnity; with 
merriment that includes judicious and instructive observa- 
tions; and solemnity, not strained by poetical violence 
above the natural sentiments of man. New characters 
appear from time to time in continual succession, exhibiting 
various forms of life, and particular modes of conversation, 
The pretended madness of Hamlet causes much mirth, the 
mournful distraction of Ophelia fills the heart with tender- 
ness, and every personage produces the effect intended, from 
the apparition that in the first act chills the blood with hor- 
ror, to the fop in the last, that exposes affectation to just 
contempt. 

The conduct is perhaps not wholly secure against objec- 
tions. The action is indeed for the most part in continual 
progression, but there are some scenes which neither for- 
ward nor retard it. Of the feigned madness of Hamlet there 
appears no adequate cause, for he does nothing which he 
might not have done with the reputation of sanity. Ile plays 
the madman most, when he treats Ophelia with so much 
rudeness, which seems to be useless and wanton cruelty, 

Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an instrument 
than an agent. After he has, by the stratagem of the play, 
convicted the king, he makes no attempt to punish him; 
and his death is at last effected by an incident which Hamlet 
had no part in producing, The 
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The catastrophe is not very happily produced; the ex- 
change of weapons 1s rather an expedient of necessity, than 
a stroke of art. A scheme might easily be formed to kill 
Hamlet with the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl. 

The poct is accused of having <hewn little regard to 


poetical justice, and may be charged with equal neglect of 


poetical probability. The apparition left the regions of the 
dead to little purpose; the revenge which he demands is not 
obtained, but by the death of him that was required to take 
itz and the gratification, which would arise from the des- 


truction of an usurper and a murderer, is abated by the 
untimely death of Ophelia, the young, the beautiful, the 
harmless, and the pious, Jonxsox. 


unnRau______www________H__@w___w__—D_______—_—__—__—_—_—___—__—_—_— 
Dramatis Personat: 


MEX. 


Cr Aunius, King of Denmark. | 
HamLer, Son to the former, and Nephew to the pregent King 
ForTinBRAs, Prince of Norway. 

Poronius, Lord Chamberlain, 

HorxaTio, Friend to Hamlet. 

LAERTESs, Son to Polonius. 


VoLTIMAND, 
CorNnELtus . 

: Courtiers, wow. 
RoOSENCRANTZ, d 
GUILDENSTERN, n 


Os Rick, à Courtter. 
Another Courtter. 


A Preest. N 

MARCELLUS, EB / 
Officers. Ap 

BERNARDoO, fe __(- 


FRANCiSCo, à Soldier. 

REVNAIL Do, Servant to Polontus. 
A Captain; An Ambas5ador. 
Ghost of Hamlet's Father. 


WOMEN, 


GerTruUDE, Queen of Denmark, and Mother to Hamlet. 
Ornxria, Daughter to Polonius. 


Lords, Ladies, Players, Grave-Diggers, Sailors, Messenge“, 
and other Attendants, 


Scene, Elsineur, 


0 


F. 


ACT J. SCENE I. 


Elancur, A Platform hefore the Palace, FrAx- 
c1SCO on Rs Post. Enter to him BERNARDO. 


Bernardo, 


Wy o's there? 
Fran, Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold your- 
self. 
Ber. Long live the king! 
Fran, Bernardo? 
Ber, He. 
Fran, You come most carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. Tis now struck twelve; get thee to-bed, 
PFrancisco. 
PH Fran. For this relief, much thanks: *tis bitter cold, 
And I am sick at heart. 
Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 10 
Fran, Not a mouse stirring. 


Ber, 
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Ber. Well, good night, 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 


Enter Ho RATIO and MaARcCELLts, 


Fran, I think, I hear them.—Stand, ho! Who i: 
there ? 
Hor. Friends to tlus ground. 
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 
Fran, Give you good night. 
Mar. O, farewel, honest soldier: 
Who hath reliev'd you? 9() 
Fran. Bernardo hath my place. 
Give you good night. [ Exit FRANC15C0, 
Mar, Holla! Bernardo! 
Ber. Say, 
What, is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A piece of him, 
Ber, Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellus. 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to- 
night? 
Ber. I have seen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio says, tis but our phantasy ; 30 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: tc 
Therefore I have intreated him along, | In 
Wich us to watch the minutes of this night; Di 
That, if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it. 
Hor. Tush! tush! *ewill not appear, 


5. 
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Ber, Sit down a while ; 
And let us once again assail your ears, 
That are so fortified against our story, 40 
What we two nights have seen. 
Hor, Well, sit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this, 
Ber. Last night of all, 
When yon same star, that's westward from the pole, 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself, 
The bell then beating one, 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes 
again! 49 


Enter Ghost. 


Ber. In the same figure, like che king that's dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio. 
Ber, Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 
Hor. Most like :—it harrows me with fear, and 
wonder. 
Ber. It would be spoke to. 
Mar, Speak to it, Horatio. 
Hor, What art thou, that usurp'st this time of 
night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of bury'd Denmark 
Did sometime march? by heaven I charge thee, 
speak. 
Mar, It is oflended. 60 
Ber. See! ut stalks away, 


Hor, 
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Hor. Stay; speak; I charge thee, speak. 
Exit Ghost, 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not answer. 
Ber. How now, Ioratio? you tremble, and look 
ale: 
Is not this something more than phantasy ? 
What think you * it ? 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 
Mar. Is it not like the king? Wi 
Hor. As thou art to thy elf: : 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When he the ambitious N orway combated : 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He smote the sledded Polack on the ice. 
"Ts strange. 
Mar, Thus, twice before, and just at this dead 
hour, 
Wich martial stalk he hath gone by our watch, 
Hor, In what particular thought to work, I know 
not ; 
But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion, $0 
y + his bodes SOMe Strange eruption tO Our state. 
Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that 
knows, 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ? 
And why such daily cast of brezen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war? 


Why 


ay 
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Why such impress of ship-wrights, whose sore task 

Does not divide the Sunday from the week ? 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 

Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 

Who 1s't, that can inform me? 91 
Hor, That can I; 

At least the whisper goes so. Our last king, 

Whose 1mage even but now appear'd to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 

Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 

Dar'd to the combat; in which, our valiant Hamlet 

{For so this side of our known world esteem'd him) 

Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a seal'd compact, 

Well ratify'd by law, and heraldry, 100 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands, 

Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror: 

Against the which a moiety competent 

Was gaged by our king; which had return'd 

To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher; as, by that covenant, 

And carriage of the articles design'd, 

His fell to Hamlet: Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 

Hach in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 110 

Shark'd up a list of landless resolutes, 

For food and diet, to some enterprize 

That hath a stomach in't; which is no other 

(As it doth well appear unto our state) 

But to recover of us, by strong hand, 

aud terms compulsatory, chose foresaid lands 


So 


— — — 
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So by his father lost: And this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations; 
The source of this our watch; and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 120 
Ber. [I think, it be no other, but even so: 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch; so like the king 
That was, and 1s the question of these wars, 
Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the nund's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets; 
Stars shone with trains of fire; dews of blood fell; 
Disasters veil'd the sun; and the moist star, 131 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 
And even the like precurse of fierce events, — 
As harbingers preceding still the fates, 
And prologue to the omen coming on, — 
Have heaven and earth together demonstratcd 
Unto our climatures and countrymen,— |] 


Re-enter Ghost. 


But, soft; behold, lo, where it comes again! 
I'll cross it, though it blast me.—Stay, illusion! 140 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 
Speak to me: 

If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me, 


Speab 
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Speak to me: 
If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak; 
Or, if chou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 150 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 
| | Cock crows. 
Speak of it: stay, and speak. — Stop it, Marcellus. — 
Mar, Shall I strike at it with my partizan? 
Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 
Ber, *Tis here! 
Hor. Tis here! 
Mar. *Tis gone! Exit Ghost. 
We do it wrong, being so majestical, 
To offer it the shew of violence; 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 160 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 
Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, 1n earth or air, 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 170 
This present object made probation. 
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 


Some say, that ever *gainst that season comes 


B Wherein 
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Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is 2 time. 

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 181 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill: 

Break we our watch up; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him: 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him wich it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar, Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient. Eur]. 


SCENE II. 


A Room of State, Enter the Ring, Queen, Hamer, 
PoloNius, LAERTES, VOLTIMAND, Con- 
NELIUs, Lords, and Attendants, 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 
eat 
The memory be green; and that it us befitted 
To bear our heart's in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 


That 
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That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy,— 200 
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye; 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,— 
Taken to wife: nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along: For all, our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras.— 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, 
Our state to be disjoint, and out of frame, — 210 
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands of law, 
To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting: 
Thus much the business is: We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras.— 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose,. —to suppress 220 
His further gait herein; in that the levies, 
The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject: and we here dispatch 
Y ou, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway; 
Giving 
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Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allows. 
Farewel; and let your haste commend your duty. 
Vol. In that, and all things, will we shew gur 
duty. 230 
King. We doubt it nothing; heartily farcwel. 
[ Exeunt VoLTIMAND and Corkxtiins, 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 
You told us of some suit; What is't, Lacrtes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice: What would'st thou beg, 
Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father, 
W hat would'st thou have, Laertes ? 240 
Lacr My dread lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To shew my duty in your coronation; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
Ring. Have you your father's leave? What gays 


Polonius? 
Pol. He hath, my lord, | wrung from me my slos 
leave, 
By laboursome petition ; and, at last, 250 


Upon 
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Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent]: 
do heseech you, give him leave to go. 
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine, 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will, — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my s0n,— 
Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 
[ Anide, 
Ring. How 1s it that the clouds still hang on you? 
Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much if the sun. 
Oucen, Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids 261 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st, 'tis common; all, that live, must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 


8 3 
Ham, Ay, madam, it is common. 


Queen, If it be, 
Why seems it so particular with thee? 
Iam. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not 
seems. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 270 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, modes, shews of grief, 
That can denote me truly: These, indeed, seem, 
For they are actions that a man nught play : 
But I have that within, which passeth shew; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
Ring. *Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father: 2 
G ut 
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But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his; and the survivor bound 


In filial obligation, for some term - 
J To do obsequious sorrow: But to persevere 8 
In obstinate condolement, is a course \ 
| Of impious stubborness; 'tis unmanly grief: B 
| It cheus a will most incorrect to heaven; A 
| X heart unfortfy'd, or mind impatient ; R 
| | An understanding simple, and unschoo!'d : 
For what, we know, must be, and 1s as common 
1 As any che most vulgar thing to sense, 291 
i! Why $hould we, in our pcevich opposition, T 
7 Take it to heart? Fie! *tis a fault to heaven, 0 
| A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. H 
1 To reason most absurd, Whose common theme 1 
1 Is death of fathers, and who still hath cry'd, de 
| | From the first corse, *till he that died to-day, Fi 
i" This must be so We pray you, throw to earth I 
„ This unprevailing woe; and think of us pe 
| As of a father: for, let the world take note 300 B 
0 You are the most immediate to our throne: 80 
I And, with no less nobility of love H. 
[| Than that which dearest facher bears his son, ITI 
i Do I impart toward you. For your intent 71 
| | In going back to school in Wittenberg, N 
It is most retrograde to our desire: | As 
1 And, we beseech you, bend you to remain By 
| Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, Le 
1 Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 
| Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Han WA 
j let; 310 WW 
| I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. Li] 
| Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam. on 
1 7719 
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King. Why, *tis a loving and a fair reply; 
Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof, 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds $hall tell; 
And the king's rouze the heaven shall bruit again, 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come, away. | Exeunt. 


Manet HAMLET. 


Ham. O, that this too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew! 322 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon *gainst self-slaughter! O God! O God! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world! 

Fie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed; things rank, and gross in nature, 

Possess it merely. That it should come to this! 

But two months dead; — nay, not so much, not two: 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 331 

Hyperion to a satyr: so loving to my mother, 

That he might not let e' en the winds of heaven 

Visit her face too roughly, Heaven and earth! 

Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: And yet, within a month, — 

Let me not think on't; Frailty, thy name 1s 
woman! 

A little month; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow'd my poor father's body, 340 

Like Niobe, all tears :—why she, even she,— 

O heaven! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
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Would have mourn'd longer, —marry'd with my 
uncle, | 

My father's brother ; but no more like my father, 

Than I to Hercules: Within a month; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the ſlushing in her gauled eyes, 

She marry'd.—O most wicked speed, to post 

Wich such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good: 350 

But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue! 


Enter Ho RATIO, BERNAR DO, and MaRcCELLus 
Hor. Hail to your lordship! | 


Ham. I am glad to see you well: 
Horatio, —or I do forget myself? 
Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servan: 
ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name 
with you. 


And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? — 
Marcellus? 


| Mar. My good lord, — 359 
; j Ham, I am very glad to see you; good even, sir.— 
. But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 
Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so; 
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Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, JC 
To make it truster of your own report A. 
Against yourself: I know you are no truant. A 
But what is your affair in Elsineur ? 60 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. BY 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's * N 
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Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- student; 
| think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 371 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd 
meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would 1 had met my dearest foe in heaven, 
Or ever J had seen that day, Horatio! 
My father, —methinks, I see my father. 
Hor. O where, my lord? 
Ham, In my mind's eye, Horatio. 379 
Hor. 1 saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
hall not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw! who ? 
Hor. My lord, the king your father, 
Ham. The king my father! 
Hor. Season your adnuration for a while 
With an attent ear; 'till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 390 
Ham, For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor, Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
ln the dead waste and middle of the night, 
Been chus encounter'd. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points, exactly, cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk'd, 
By their opprest and fear surprized eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 401 
C uy Stand 
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Would have mourn'd longer, —marry*d with my 
| uncle, 

My father's brother; but no more like my father, 

I! Than I to Hercules: Within a month; 

[i Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

it Had left the flushing in her gauled eyes, 

| She marry'd.—O most wicked spced, to post 

Wich such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good: 350 
But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue! 


Enter HoraTio, BERNAR DO, and MARCELIUUs. 


Hor. Hail to your lordship! 

Ham. I am glad to see you well: 
Horatio, —or I do forget myself? 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servan: 

ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name 
with you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?— 
Marcellus? 

Mar. My good lord, — 339 

Ham, I am very g glad to see you; good even, sir.— 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so; 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, Be 
To make it truster of your own report FA 
Against yourself: I know you are no truant. Aj 
But what is your affair in Elsincur ? =e 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. B) 
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Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student; 


I think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 371 


Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham, Thrift, thnft, Horatio! the funeral bak'd 
meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would 1 had met my dearest foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! 
My father, —methinks, I see my father. 
Hor. O where, my lord? 
Ham, In my mind's eye, Horatio. 379 
Hor. 1 saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
hall not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw! who? 
Hor. My lord, the king your father, 
Ham. The king my father! 
Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear; 'till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 390 
Ham, For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor, Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waste and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points, exactly, cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk'd, 
By their opprest and fear surprized eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 401 
C ü Stand 
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Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secresy impart they did; 
And I with them, the third night, kept the watch: 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes: I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar, My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch'd. 410 
Ham, Did you not speak to u ? 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But answer made it none: yet once, methought, 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak: 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud; 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And vanish'd from our sight. 
Ham. Tis very strange. 419 
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 
To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 
All, We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, say you? 
All, Arm'd, my lord. 
Ham. From top to toe? 
All. My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then saw you not his face. 430 
Hor. O, yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up. 
Ham, What, look'd he frowningly ? 7 
or, 
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Hor. A countenance more 
In sorrow than in anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red. 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 
Hor. Most constantly. 
Ham, I would, I had been there. 
Hor, It would have much amaz'd you. 440 


Ham, Very like, 

Very like: Stay'd it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste 
Might tell a hundred. 

Both, Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw it. 

Ham, His beard was grizzl'd ? no. 

Hor. It was, as I have scen it in his life, 

A able silver'd. 

Ham, 1 will watch to- night; 
Perchance *twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person, 
[']] speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to- night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue; 
I will requite your loves: So, fare you well: 
Upon the platform, *rwixt eleven and twelve, 
PII visit you. 
All, Our duty to your honour. 
Ham, Your loves, as mine to you: Farewel. 
[ Exeunt. 
My 
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My father's spirit in arms! all is not well; 

I doubt some foul play: *would, the night were 
come! 

Till chen sit still, my soul: Foul deeds will rise, 

(Though all the earth o'erwhelm them) to men's eyes, 


Exit, 


— — 


- SCENE III. 


An Apartment in Poroxiuvs' House. Entey 
LAERTESs, and Or HELIA. 


Laer. My necessaries are embark'd; farewel: 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 470 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 

A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 
No more. 

Oph. No more but so? 480 

Laer. Think it no more: | 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will: but, you must fear, 

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own; 


For 
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He may not, as unvalued persons do, 490 
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For he himself is subject to his birth : 


Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole state; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 


| Whereof he is the head; Then if he says, he loves 


ou, 5 
It fits 1 wisdom so far to believe it, 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 500 
If with too credent ear you list his songs; 
Or lose your heart; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister; 
And keep you in the rear of your alfection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
Ihe chariest maid is prodigal enough, 
If he unmask her beauty to the moon: 
Virtue itself *scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring, 510 
Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd ; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wary then: best safety lies in fear; 
Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 
Ohh. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
\s watchman to my heart: But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 
dheyy me the Steep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilst, like a puft and reckless libertine, 520 


Himself 
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Himself the primrose-path of dalliance treads, This 
And recks not his own read, And 
Laer. O, fear me not. Thot 

I stay too long ;—But here my father comes. Fare 
L 

Enter PoLON1Us. + 

A double blessing is a double grace; Wh: 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 0 
Pol. Vet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame; And 


The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, L 

And you are staid for: There, —my blessings with P 
you; | Laying his hand on LAERTEsS' head, 0 

And these few precepts in thy memory 520 

Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportwn'd thought his act, 

Be thou familiar, but by no meags vulgar, 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption try'd, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel; 

But do not dull thy palm. with entertainment 

Of cach new-hatch'd unfledg'd comrade. Beware 

Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being 1n, 

Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 540 

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But not express'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man; 

And they in France, of the best rank and station, 

Are most select, and generous chief, in that, 


Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: a 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend; The 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. WI 


This 


"Jus 
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This above all, —To thine ownself be true; 550 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

Farewel; my blessing season this in thee! 
Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
Pol. The time invites you; go, your servants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia; and remember well 

What I have said to you. 
0þh. Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [Exit LAERTES. 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 
OH. So please you, something touching the lord 

Hamlet. 562 

Pol. Marry, well bethought : 

Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 

Given private time tgyyou; and you yourself 

Have of your audience been most free and bounteous ; 

[fit be so (as so "tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution), I must tell you, 

You do not understand yourself so clearly, 

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 570 

What is between you? give me up the truth. 
Op. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 


Of his affection to me. 


Pol. Affection? puh? you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 
Oph, I do not know, my lord, what I should 
think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you: think yourself a baby; 


That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay, 


Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly ; 


Or 
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Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase 581 
Wronging it thus), you'll tender me a fool. 
Oþh. My lord, he hath importun'd me with love, 


In honourable fashion. Th 
Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his Speech, 
my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do knoy, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows: These blazes, daughter, 
Given more light than heat, —extinct in both, 591 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 
You must not take for hire, From this time, V 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, WV 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, That he is young; 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 1 
Than may be given you: In few, Ophelia, 590 A. 
Do not believe his vows: for they are brokers; N 
Not of that dye which their investments shew, T 
But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. Thus is for all, — BY 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth. A 
Have you so slander any moment's leisure, | A 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet, 3 
Look to't, I charge you; come your ways. | M 
Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [ Excuit. i ; 
: 0 
—— — F. 
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SCENE IV. 


The Platform, Enter Hamigrt, HoraTio and 
MaRCELLUS. 


Ham, The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 610 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now ? 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 


Hor. Indeed? I heard it not: it then draws near 


the season, 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 
Noise of music within, 

What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes his 

rouse, 

Keeps wassel, and the swaggering up-spring reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhemsh down, 
The kettle-drum, and trumpet, thus bray out 621 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor, Is it a custom? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't: 
But, to my mind, — though I am native here, 
And to the manner born, —it is a custom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel, east and west, 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations: 
They clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish Phrase 
Soll our addition; and, indeed, it takes 631 
rom our atchievements, though perform'd at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute, 
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So, oft it chances in particular men, 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot chuse his origin), 


By the o'er-growth of some complexion, Say 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason; , 
Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 640 As 
The form of plausive manners; that these men, — To 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect; 1 
Being nature's livery, or fortune's star. — It v 
Their virtnes else (be they as pure as grace, But 
As infinite as man may undergo) / 
Shall in the general censure take corruption 1 
From that particular fault: The dram of base / 
Doth all the noble substance of worth out, 1 
To his own scandal. I dc 
Arn 
Enter Ghost. Be! 
It 
Hor. Look, my lord, it comes! 656 1 
Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend us!— 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd, Or 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell, The 
Be chy intents wicked, or charitable, An 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape, | WV} 
That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee, Hamlet, An 
King, father, royal Dane; O, answer me! I 
Let me not burst in ignorance! but tell, W. 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death, Ih 
Have burst their cearments? why the sepulchre, 660 an 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd, = / 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, Go 
To cast thee up again? What may this mean, — = 


That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 


40 
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Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous: and we fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition, 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 670 
As if it me impartment did desire 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground: 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. 
Ham. It will not speak; then I will follow it. 
Hor. Do not, my lord, 
Ham. Why, what should be the fear? 
do not set my life at a pin's fee; 680 
And, ſor my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again; I'll follow it. 
Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord ? 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his basc into the sea? 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw you into madness? think of it: 
The very place puts toys of desperation, 690 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath ]. 
Ham. It waves me still :;— 
Go on, I'll follow thee. 
Mar, You shall not go, my lord. 
Dy Ham, 


„ 
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Ham, Hold off your hands, 
Hor. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 700 


As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve, 


Still am I call'd—unhand me, gentlemen ; D 
[ Breaking from them, A 

By heaven, I'Il make a ghost of him that lets me:— I 
I say, away ;—Go on, I'll follow thee. A 
[ Exeunt Ghost, and Hamer, T 

Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination, [ 
Mar. Let's follow; tis not fit thus to obey him. V 
Hor. Have after: To what issue will this come? M 
Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 1 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. A 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exeunt, L 

B 

T 

SCENE V. Ii 


A more remote Part of the Platform, Re-enter G's, 
and HAMLET. 


Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me? speak, I'll 9 W 
no further, P 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham, I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, A 
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames \ 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost! ; | 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 1 1 


To what I shall unfold, 7 = —\ 


0% 
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Ham, Speak, I am bound to hear, 720 
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou halt 
hear. 


Ham. W hat? 
Ghost, I am thy father's spirit; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires, 
Till che foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison- -house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 729 
Would harrow up ty soul; freeze thy young blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their pheres; 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to stand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood :—List, list, O list — 
If thou did'st ever thy dear father love, 
Ham. O heaven! 
Ghost, Revenge his foul and most unnatural mur- 
der. 
Ham, Murder ? 740 
Ghost, Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 
But this most foul, strange, ad unnatural. 
Ham. Haste me to know it; that I, with wings as 
swift 
s meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May sw eep to my revenge. 
Ghost. I find thee apt; 
And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
D uj 'Tis 


: 
: 
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*Tis given out, that, sleeping in my orchard, 750 
A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus'd: but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent, that did sting thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 
Ham. O, my phrophetic soul! my uncle? 
Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traiterous gifts 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce!), won to his $hameful lust 760 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen: 
O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine! 
But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven; 
So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd, 770 
Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 
But, soft! me thinks I scent the morning air 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My custom always of the afternoon, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 
With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 780 
That, swift as quick-silver, it courses through 


The natural gates and alleys of the body; 
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And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine; 

And a most instant tetter bark'd about, 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 789 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd: 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousell'd, disappointed, unancal'd; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head: 

O, horrible! O horrible! most horrible 

If chou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act, 

Tant not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 800 
Against thy mother ought; leave her to heaven, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

Io prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm $shews the matin to be near, 


And gins to pale his uneffectual fire: 
Adien, adieu, adieu! remember me. Exit. 
Ham. O, all you host of heaven! O earth! What 

else 

And shall J couple hell! O ſie!— Hold, hold, my 
heart ; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stiffly up! Remember thee? 810 


Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a scat 


In this distracted globe. Remember thee? 
* . 
lea, from the table of my memory 


I'll 
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I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, ] 
That youth and observation copied there; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live But 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 1 
Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by heaven. 
O most pernicious woman! 820 10 
O villain! villain, smiling, damned villain! IF 
My tables, —meet it is, I set it down, 7 
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain; Ihe 
At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark: You 
(Wriiins, por 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; * 
It is, Adieu, adieu remember me. Lr 
I have sworn it. 7 
Hor. My lord, my lord, Mithin. 
Mar. Lord Hamlet, Mithin. 7 
Hor. Heaven secure him! | Within, Y« 
Ham. So be it! 81 W 7} 
Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my lord! Hithin. XT 7 
Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 1. 
Enter Ho RATIO, and MARrCELLUS: - 1 
Mar. How 18't, my noble lord ? Ao 
Flor. What news, my lord? ris 
Ham. O, wonderful! Ci 
Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 1 
Ham. No; you will reveal it. Z 
Hor, Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar, Nor I, my lord. $10 F: 
Ham, How say you then; would heart of man oc 7 
think it ? . 
But you'll be secret, — fl 


nn, 
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Both. Ay, by heaven, my lord, 
Ham, There's ne'er a villain, dwelling 1 in all Den- 
mark, 
But he's an arrant knave. 
Hor, There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave, 


| To tell us this. 


Ham, Why, right ; you are in the right; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
[ hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part: 850 
You, as your business, and desire, shall point you ;— 
For every man hath business, and desire, 
Such as it is, —and, for my own poor part, 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my 

lord. 

Ham, I am sorry they offend you, heartly ; 

Yes, faith, heartily, 

Hor. There $ No offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by saint Patrick, but there 1 is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, — 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you: 861 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is't, my lord? we will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seen to- 

night. 

Both, My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear it. 

Hor. In faith, my lord, not I. 7 

Mar, Nor I, my lord, in faith, 

Ham, 
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Ham, Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already, 

Ham, Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. | beneath | Swear. 

Ham, Ha, ha, boy! say'st thou $0? art thou there, 

true- penny? 
Come on, — you hear this fellow in the cellaridge,—. 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my sword. 881 

Ghost. | beneath) Swear, 

Ham, Hic & ubique? then we'll shiſt our ground; — 
Come hither, gentlemen, 

And lay your hands again upon my sword: 
Swear by my sword, 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Ghost, | beneath | Swear by his sword. 
Ham, Well said, old mole; can'st work 1' the carth 
$0 fast 5 889 
A worthy pioneer Once more remove, good friends, 

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous 

strange! 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and carth, Horauo, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But core ;-— 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 

How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself,— 

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 

To put an antick disposition on, — 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall 900 
(With arms encumber'd thus; or this head-shake; 


O 
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Or 
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Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 

As, Mell, well, we know or, We could, an if we 
would or, 1f we list to speak ;—or, There be, an if 
they might ;— 


Or such ambiguous giving out), denote 
| That you know aught of me: This do ye swear, 


So grace and mercy at your most need help you! 


| Swear. 


Ghost, | beneath | Swear. 910 
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit So, gentlemen, 
Wich all my love I do commend me to you: 
And what so poor 4 man as Hamlet is 


May do, to express hi, love and friending to you: 


God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together; 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint; O cursed spight! 

That ever I was born to set it right !— 

Nay, come, let's go together. | Exeunt, 


— — n 


— — — 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in PoLoNn1us? House. Enter Por o0- 
Nius and REYNALDO. 


Polontus. 


* . . 
„yr him this money, and these notes, Reynaldo. 


Rey. I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey- 
i naldo, 

clore you visit him, to make enqui 
Of his behaviour. x 2 


Key, My lord, I did intend it. 


Pol. 
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Pol. Marry, well said; very well said. Lok 
you, sir, 
Enquire me first what Danskers are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence; and finding, 10 
By this encompassment, and drift of question, 
That they do know my son, come you more nearer; 
Then your particular demands will touch it: 
Take you, as *twere, some distant knowledge of him; 
As thus, —1 know is father, and his friends, 
And, in part, him, — Do you mark this, Reynaldo? 
Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 


Pol. And, in part, aim but, you may say,— 


not well : 
But iht be he I mean, he's very wild ; 
Addicted so and o ;—and there put on him 20 


What forgeries you please; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him; take heed of that; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips, 
As are companions noted and most known 

To youth and liberty. 

Rey, As gaming, my lord. | 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, 

uarrelling, drabbing :—Y ou may go so far, 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. Faith, no; as you may season it in the charge 
You must not put another scandal on him, 31 
That he is open to incontinency; 

That's not my meaning: but breathe his fault » 
quaintly, 

That they may seem the taints of liberty; 

The flash and out-break of a fiery mind; 


A savag 


II. 


OK 


harge, 
31 
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A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault. 
Rey. But, my good lord, 
Pol. Wherefore should you do this? 
Rey. Ay, my lord, 40 
I would know that. 
Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant: 
You laying these slight sullies on my son, 
As *twere a thing a little soil'd i“ the working, 
Mark you, your party in converse, him you would 
sound, 
Having ever seen, in the prenominate crimes, 
The youth, you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 
He closes with you in this consequence; 
Good Sr, or so; or friend, or gentleman.— 
According to the phrase, or che addition, 
Of man, and country. 
Rey. Very good, my lord. 
Pol. And then, sir, does he this,. — Ile does — W hat 
was I 
About to say? I was about to say 
Something: Where did I leave? 
Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 
Pol. At, closes in the consequence, — Ay, marry ; 
He closes with you thus: I know the gentleman : 


[ saw him yesterday, or t'other day, 60 
Or then, or then; with Such, or Such; and, as you 
SAY, 


There was he gaming there &ertook in his rouge, 


lere falling out at tennis: or, perchance, 


[ raw him enter such a house of Sale, 


| (Videlicet, a brothel,) or 50 forth, — See you now; 


E Your 
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Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth: 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlaces, and with assays of bras, 

By indirections find directions out ; 

So, by former lecture and advice 70 
Shall you my son: You have me, have you not? 


Rey. 
Pol. 
Rey. 
Pol. 
Rey. 
Pol. 
Rey. 


Pol. 
Oph. 


Pol. 
Oph. 


My lord, I have. 
God be wi' you; fare you well. 
Good my lord, — 


Observe his inclination in yourself. 


I shall, my lord. 

And let him ply his music. 

Well, my lord. [ Ext, 
Enter OynELiA. 

Farewell, —How now, Ophelia? what's the 


matter ? 

O, my lord, my lord, I have been 50 at- 
frighted ! 8⁰ 
Wich what, in the name of heaven? 

My lord, as I was sewing in my closct, 


Lord Hani his doublet all unbrac'd; 
No hat upon his head; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and FRE -gyved to b ancle; 
Pale as his thier: his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

As if he had been loosed out of hell. 


To speak of horrors, —he comes before me. 


Pol. 


Mad for thy love? 90 


Opþh. My lord, I do not know; 
But, truly, I do fear it. 
Pol. What said he? 


II. 


70 


ik. 


90 
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0þh, He took me by the wrist, and held me hard: 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
A; he would draw it. Long staid he so; 
At last,—a little shaking of mine arm, 99 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,—— 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound, 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 
And end his being: That done, he lets me go: 
And, with his heed over his shoulder turn'd, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes; 
For out o'doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 
Pol. Come, go with me; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstacy of love; 
Whose violent property foredoes itself, 110 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 
As oft as any passion under heaven, 
That docs afflict our natures, I am sorry. — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late? 
Oph. No, my good lord; but, as you did command, 
did repel his letters, and deny'd 
His access to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
am sorry, that with better heed, and judgment, 
had not quoted him: I fear'd, he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee; but, beshrew my jealousy! 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 122 
1o cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
4s 1t is common for the younger sort 
40 lack discretion. Come, go we to the king 
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This must be known; which, being kept close, might 
move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 

Come. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


The Palace. Enter the King, Queen, RosENCRANT?, 


GuirDENSTERN, and Attendants, 


King, Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guilden- 
stern! 


| Moreover that we much did long to see you, 130 


The need, we have to use you, did provoke 

Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation; $0 I call it, 

Since nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was: What it should be, 

More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 

That being of so young days brought up with him; 
And, since, so neighbour'd to his youth and humour, — 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time: so by your companies 142 
To draw him on to pleasures; and to gather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean, 

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 


Queen, Good — he hath much talk'd of 


you; 


And 
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t And, sure I am, two men there are not living, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 

To shew us so much gentry, and good will, 150 
. As to expend your time with us a While, 


For the supply and profit of our hope, 
7 Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 
Ros. Both your majesties 
Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 
7, Put your dread pleasures more into command | 
Than to entreaty. 
Cuil. But we both obey ; 


n- W And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 160 | 
To lay our service freely at your feet, 

30 To be commanded, | 
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden- | 

Stern. | 

Oveen. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Rosen- 

crantz : | 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 

My too much changed son. — Go, some of you, 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 


Cuil. Heavens make our presence, and our prac- 


: tices, 
— Pleasant and helpful to him! b 

[ Exeunt Ros. and Gui. f 
42 Queen. Ay, amen! 170 | 


Enter POLONI1US. 


Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good lord, 

ot WF Are joy fully return'd. 
King. Thou still hast been the father of good news. 
\nd L. 1 Pol, 
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Pol. Have I, my lord? Assure you, my good 
liege, 

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king: 

And I do think (or else this brain of mine 

Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 

As it hath us'd to do) that I have found 

The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 180 
King. O, speak of that; that I do long to hear, 
Pol. Give first admittance to the embassadors ; 

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 


* 1 * O * 
Ring. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them 
in. [ Exit Porlox ius. 


He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

ueen, I doubt, it is no other but the main; 
His father's death, and our o'er-hasty marriage. 


Re-enter PoLON1Us, with VOLTIMAND, and Con- 


NELIUS. 


Ring. Well, we shall sift him. Welcome, my 
good friends! 189 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ! 
Volt. Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's levies; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation *gainst the Polack; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was against your highness: Whereat griev'd,— 
That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests 


On Fortinbras; which he, in brief, obeys; 
Receives 
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Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine, 200 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 

To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 

Gives him threescore thousand crowns in atinual fee; 


And his commission, to employ those soldiers, 
| So levied as before, against the Polack : 


With an entreaty, herein further shewn, 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 


Through your dominions for this enterprize ; 


On such regards of safety and allowance, 210 


As therein are set down. 


Ring. It likes us well; 
And, at our more considered time, we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your rest; at night we'll feast together; 
Most welcome home! | Exeunt Vorrt. and Cox. 
Pol. This business 1s well ended. 
My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 220 
Why day 1s day, night night, and time 1s time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, —since brevity is the soul of wit, 


| And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes.— 


| will be brief: Your noble son is mad: 


Mad call T it; for, to define true madness, 


What is't, but to be nothing else but mad: 


But let that go. 


VUucen, More matter, with less art. | 
Vol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all.—-230 


| {lat he is mad, *tis true: tis true, 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true: a foolish hgure; 
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But farewell it, for I will use no art 
Mad let us grant him then: and now remains, 
'That we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cause: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus perpend, 
I have a daughter; have, whilst she is mine; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 249 
Hath given me this: Now gather, and surmise. 
To the celestial, and my soul's idol, the most beau. 
ted Ophelia— 
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase; beautify'd 
Is a vile phrase; but you shall hear. — 
These in her excellent white bosom, these, &c.— 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good madam, stay a while; I will be faith. 
ful. — 


Doubt thou, the 5tars are fire ; [ Reading, 
Doubt, that the sun doth move ; 250 
Doubt truth to be a har ; 
But never doubt, I love. 


O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I hav! 
not art to reckon my groans: but that I love tht 
best, O most best, believe it. Adieu. 

Thane evermore, most dear lady ; u 
this machine is to him, Hani, 


This, in obedience, hath my daughter shewn me: 
And, more above, hath his solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 260 
All given to mine car, 


Whit 
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Fell 1 
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Then 


40 IT, 
King. But how hath she 


Receiv'd his love? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 
King. As of a man faithful and honourable, 
Pol, I would fain prove so. But what might you 
think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing 
10 BF {As perceiv'd it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me), what might you 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 270 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book; 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb; 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight? 


— What might you think? no, I went round to work, 
| And my young mistress thus I did bespeak ; 
h. Lord Hamlet is a prince: out of thy sphere ; 


Ihis must not be: and then I precepts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 279 
0 Which done, she took the fruits of my advice: 
And he, repulsed (a short tale to make), 
Fell into a sadness; then into a fast; 
Thence to a watch: thence into a weakness; 
Thence to a lightness; and, by this declension, 
elmo the madness wherein now he raves, 
nd all we mourn for. 
King. Do you think, *tis this? 
Uueen, It may be, very likely. 


par Pol. Hath there been such a time (I'd fain know 
that), 
That I have positively said, *Tts go, 290 


When it prov'd otherwise ? 


260 Aing, Not that I know, 


Pol, 
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Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise: 
Pointing to has head and $houlte;, 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth 1s hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 
King. How may we try it further? 
Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hour 
together, 
Here in the lobby. 
Queen. So he does, indeed, 300 
Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then; 
Mark the encounter: if he love her not, 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm, and carters, 


Ring. We will try it. 
Enter HAMLET, reading. 


Queen, But look, where sadly the poor wretch come 
reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away; 
I'!l board him presently: O, give me leave, — 310 
E xeunt Ring, and Qucen. 
How does my good lord Hamlet? 
Ham. Well, god-a'-mercy. 
Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 
Ham. Excellent well; 
You are a fishmonger. 
Pol. Not I, my lord. 
Ham. Then I would you were so honest a mau. 
Pol. Honest, my lord? 
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Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest as this world goes, 
[5 to be one man pick'd out of ten thousand. 320 
Pol. That's very true, my lord. 
Ham. For if the sun breeds maggots in a dead dog, 
Being a God, kissing carrion, — Have you a daughter? 
Pol. J have, my lord. 
Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun: conception is a 
blesing; but not as your daughter may conceive: 


friend. look to't. 


Pol. How say you by that? | Asde. | Still harping 
on my daughter :—yet he knew me not at lirst; he 
aid, I was a ſishmonger: He is far gone, far gone: 
and, truly, in my youth I suffer'd much extremity 
for love; very near chis.— I'll speak to him again.— 
What do you read, my lord ? 333 

Ham. Words, words, words! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord? 

Ham. Between who? 

Pol. J mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue says 
here, that old men have grey beards; that their faces 
are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, and 
plum-tree gum; and that they have a plentiful lack 
of wit, together with most weak hams: All which, 
ir, though 1 most powerfully and potently believe, 


| yt I hold it not honesty to have it thus set down; 


for yourself, sir, shall be as old as I am, if, like a 


crab, you could go backward. 346 
Pol. Though this be madness, yet there's method 
in't. [ Aide, 


Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 
Ham. Into my grave? 
Pol, Indeed, that is out of the air. How pregnant 
sometimes 
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sometimes his replies are! a happiness that often 
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not « 
prosperously be deliver'd of. I will leave him, and 
suddenly contrive the means of meeting between hin 
and my daughter. —My honourable lord, I will mo 
humbly take my leave of you. 356 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ; except my life. 
except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools! 


Enter RosENCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERY, 


Pol. You go to seek lord Hamlet: there ho 1s, 
EA il. 

Ros. God save you, sir! 

Guil, Mine honour'd lord | — 

Ros. My most dear lord 

Ham. My excellent good friends! Low dost thou, 


Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how de 


ye both? 
Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 


Guil, Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; 370 


On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 
Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe? 
Ros. Neither, my lord. 


Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in th 


middle of her favours ? 
Guil. Faith, her privates we. 


Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, most true, 


she is a strumpet. What news? 


Ros, None, my lerd; but that the world's grow! 
honest. 380 
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Ham. Then is dooms-day near: But your news is 
not true, | Let me question more in particular: What 
have you, my good friends, deserved at the hands of 
fortune, that she sends you to prison hither ? 

Cuil. Prison, my lord! 

Ham. Denmark's a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one; in which there are many con- 
ines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being one of 
the worst. 390 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you; for there is 


nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it 


$0: to me it is a prison. 
Ros, Why, then your ambition makes it one; 'tis 
too narrow for your mind. 


Ham. O God! I could be bounded in a nut-shell, 


| and count myself a king of infinite space; were it 


not that I have bad dreams. 399 

Guil, Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely the 
Shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Kos. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Ham, Then are our beggars, bodies; and our 


| monarchs, and out-stretch'd heroes, the beggars” 
| Shadows: Shall we to the court? for, by my fay, I 
cannot reason. 


Both. We'll wait upon you. 410 
Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you with 


the rest of my servants; for, to speak to you like an 
| honext man, I am most dreadfully attended ]. But, 
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in the beaten way of friendship, what make you at 
Elsmeur? | 

Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion. 

Ham, Beggar that I am; I ameven poor in thanks; 
but I thank you: and sure, dear friends, my thanks 
are too dear at a half- penny. Were you not sent 
for? It is your own inclining? Is it a free visitation? 
Come, come; deal justly with me: come, come; 
nay, speak. 499 

Gui. What should we say, my lord? 

Ham. Any thing —but to the purpose. You were 
sent for; and there is a kind of confession in your 
looks, which your modesties have not craft enoug}: 
to colour: 1 know, the good king and queen have 
sent for you, 

Ros. To what end, my lord ? 429 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me con- 
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the con 
sonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our ever 
preserved love, and by what more dear a better pro- 
poser could charge you withal, be even and direct 
with me, whether you were sent for, or no? 

Ros, What say you? [To Gut. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you if you 
love me, hold not off. 

Guil, My lord, we were sent for. 439 

Ham. I will tell you why; so shall my anticipation 
prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king 
and qucen moult no feather. I have of late (but, 
wherefore, I know not), lost all my mirth, foregone at 
custom of exercises: and, indeed, it goes $0 heavily 
with my disposition, that this goodly frame, the earth, 
seems to me a steril promontory; this most excellent 

| eanop?, 
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canopy, the air, look you, this brave o'er-hanging 
firmament, this majestical roof fretted with golden 
fire, why, it appears no other thing to me, than a 
ſoul and pestilent congregration of vapours. What 
a piece of work is a man! How noble in reason! 
how infinite in faculties! in form, and moving, how 
express and admirable! in action, how like an angel! 


in apprehension, how like a god! the beauty of the 


world! the paragon of animals! And yet, to me, what 
is this quintessence of dust? man delights not me,— 
nor woman neither; though, by your smiling, you 
cem to say so. 458 

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my 
thoughts, 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said Man 
delights not me 9 

Ros, To think, my lord, if you delight not in 


man, what lenten entertainment the players shall re- 
ceive from you: we coted them on the way; and 


| hither are they coming, to offer you service. 


Ham, He that plays the king, shall be welcome; 


his majesty shall have tribute of me: the adventurous 


knight shall use his foil, and target: the lover shall 
not sigh gratis; the humourous man shall end his 
part in peace: the clown shall make those laugh, 
whose lungs are tickled o' the sere; and the lady 
thall say her mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt 


for't.— What players are they ? 473 


Ros, Even those you were wont to take such de- 


| light in, the tragedians of the city. 


Ham. How chances it, they travel? their residence, 


boch in reputation and profit, was better both ways. 


Ros, I think, their inhibition comes by the means 


of the late innovation, 
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Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they did 
when I was in the city? Are they so follow'd? 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 489 

Ham. How comes it? Do they grow rusty ? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace: But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases, that cry out on the top of question, and are 
most tyrannically clapp'd for't: these are now the 
fashion; and so berattle the common stages (0 they 
call them), that many, wearing rapiers, are afraid of 
goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither. 490 

Ham. What, are they children? Who mains 
'em? how are they escoted? Will they pursue the 
quality no longer than they can sing? will they not 
say afterwards, if they should grow themselves to 
common players (as it is most like, if their means 
are no better), their writers do them wrong, to make 
them exclaim against their own succession? 

Ros. *Faith, there has been much to do on both 
sides; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them on 
to controversy : There was, for a while, no money 
bid for argument, unless the poet and the player went 
to cuffs in the question, 902 

Ham. Is it possible? 

Guil, O, there has been much throwing about of 
brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules and 
his load too ]. 508 

Ham. It is not very strange: for my uncle is king 
of Denmark; and those, that would make mouth: 
at him while my father liv'd, give twenty, forty, 


fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture in 
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little, There 1s something in this more than natural, 


if philosophy could find it out. 


| Flourish of trumpet s. 


Guil, There are the players. 
Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsineur. 


Your hands, Come then: the appurtenance of wel- 


come is fashion and ceremony: let me comply with 


you in this garb; lest my extent to the players, which, 


[ tell you, must shew fairly outward, should more 
zppear like entertainment than yours. You are wel- 
come: but my uncle-father, and aunt-mother, are 
deceiv'd. 523 
Cuil. In what, my dear lord ? 
Ham, I am but mad north-north-west ; when the 
wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand-saw. 


Inter POLONI1US, 


Pol, Well be with you, gentlemen! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern;—and you too 
at each ear a hearer: That great baby, you see there, 
is not yet out of his swadling- clouts. 530 


Ros, Haply, he's the second time come to them 


for, they say, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the 
players: mark it, —You say right, sir: on Monday 
morning ; *twas then, indeed, 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, 1 have news to tell you,—When 


) « 1 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, 


Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 
Hom. Buz, buz! 540 
Pol. Upon mine honour, — 

Tam, Then came each actor on his ass. — 
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Pol, The best actors in the world, either for tra. 
gedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, 
historical-pastoral | tragical-historical, tragical-comi. 
cal, historical-pastoral ], scene undividable, or poem 
unlimited: Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plant 
too light: For the law of writ, and the liberty, these 
are the only men. 549 
Ham. O Fephtha, judge of Israel, What a treazure 
hadst thou! 
Pol, What a treasure had he, my lord? 
Ham. Why, — One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved passing well. 
Pol. Still on my daughter. 
lam. Am I not i' the right, old Jephtha ? 
Pol. If you call me Jephtha, my lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love passing well, 558 
Ham. Nay, that follows not. | 
Pol. What follows then, my lord? 
Ham. Why, as By lot, God wot, —and then, you 
know, It came to pass, As most like it was,. — The first 
row of the pious chanson will shew you more; tor 
look, where my abridgment comes, 


Aide. 


Enter four or five Players. 


You are welcome, masters; welcome, all:—I am 
lad to sce thee well: welcome, good friends. —O, 
old friend! Why, thy face is valanc'd since I say 
thee last; Com'st thou to beard me in Denmark? — 
What! my young lady and mistress! By-'r-lady, 
your ladyship is nearer to heaven than when I Say 
you last, by the altitude of chioppine. Pray 


God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be 
not 
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not crack'd within the ring. —Masters, you are all 
welcome. We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly 
at any thing we see: We'll have a speech straight: 
Come, give us a taste of your quality ; come, a pas- 
donate speech. 577 

1 Play. What speech, my good lord? 

Ham, I heard thee speak me a speech once, but 
it was never acted; or, if it was, not above once: 
for the play, 1 remember, pleas'd not the million; 
was caviare to the general: but it was (as I receiv'd 
it, and others, whose judgments, in such matters, 
cried in the top of mine) an excellent play; well 
digested in the scenes, set down with as much mo- 
dexty as cunning. I remember, one said, there were 
no sallets in the lines, to make the matter savoury ; 
nor no matter in the phrase, that might indite the 
author of affection : but call'd it, an honeat method ; 
[as wholesome as sweet, and by very much more 
handsome than fine]. One speech in it 1 chiefly 
lov'd: 'twas Eneas' tale to Dido; and thereabout 
of it especially, where he speaks of Priam's slaughter : 
If it hve in your memory, begin at this line; let me 
dee, let me see 

The rugged Pyrrhus, the like Hyrcaman beast,— 
us not so; it begins with Pyrchus. 597 

The rugged Pyrrhus,—he, whose cable arms, 

Black as his purpose, did the night rebemble 

When he lay couched in the ominous horse. — 

Hath now this dread and black complexion æmear'd 

With heraldry more dismal; head to foot 

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons: 

Bal d and impasted with the parching streets, * 
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Met J 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light E 
To their lord's murder: Roasted in wrath, and Ou 
fire, In 
And thus &er-sized with coagulate gore, Br 


With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 600 An 
Old grandsire Priam seeks : So, proceed you, As 
Pol. Fore God, my lord, well spoken; with go Po, 


accent, and good eden Ha 
| Play. Anon he finds him, Pryth 
Striking too short at Greeks ; us antique word, NA, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where gt falls, 11 
Rrpugnant to command: Unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage, strikes wide WF Ha 
But with the whiff and wind of lis fell sword Po! 
1 he unnerved father falls, Then sensele2ss Ilun, 1 1 1 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 62 
Stoops to Ins base; and with a hideous crash . Ii 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus' ear: for, lo! his swor: Wh 
IT hich was declining on the milky head Ab 
Of reverend Priam, Seem'd 1” the air to stick! 4“ 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus Stood ; II 
And, lite a neutral to his will and malter, 'Ga 
Did nothing. 
But, as we often See, against Some Storm, Bu 
A sibince in the heavens, the rack stand still, Wh 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below G 1n 
As hush as death: anon, the dreadful thunder Thi 
Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus' au ( 
A roused vengeance Sets him new a-work ; Io. 
And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall Ane 
On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eterne, Pol 


With less remorse than Pyrrhus bleeding sword [and ha 
Ot, of this 


| New falls on Priam, 
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Out, out, thou strumpet Fortune! All you gods, 
In general synod, take away her power ; 


Break all the sþokes and fellies from her wheel, 640 


% And bow! the round nave down the hill of heaven, 
ol. As low as to the friends, 4 
00 Pol. This is too long. 9 


Ham, It shall to the barber's, with your beard.— 
prythee, say on: — He's for a jigg, or a tale of baw- 
, aq, or he sleeps: — say on, come to Hecuba. | 
1 Play, But who, a woe! had seen the mobled j 
ueen.— | 
id Ham. The mobled queen? 
Pol. That's good; mobled queen is good. 


un, I Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threat'ning 1 
690 the flames 650 L 

iti bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head, 1 
or ere late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe, 4 


About her lank and all o'er-teemed toms, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd, 

'Gamnst fortune's state would treason have pro- 
nounc'd : 

But if the gods themselves did see her then, 


nen She $aw Pyrrius make malicious Sport 


608 {n mincing with his sword her husband's limbs ; 
er The instant burst of clamour that che made 660 
au ( Unless things mortal move them not at all ), 


Would have made milch the burnin g eyes of heaven, 

And passion in the gods, 

Pol, Look, whe'r he has not turn'd his colour, 
ord d has tears in's eyes.—Pr'ythee, no more. 

Ham, *Tis well; I'll have thee speak out the rest 
A this s00n,—Good my lord, will you see the players 


well 
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well bestow'd? Do you hear, let them be well used; 
for they are the abstract, and brief chronicles of the 
time: After your death, you were better have a had 
epitaph, than their ill report while yon live. 671 
Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their 


desert. 


Ham. Odd's bodikins, man, much better: Use 
every man after his desert, and who shall *scape whip 
ping? Use them after your own honour and dignity: 
The less they deserve, the more merit is in your 


bounty, 


Take them in. 


Pol. Come, «irs. 
Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to- 
morrow.—Dost thou hear me, old friend: can von 
play the murder of Gonzago ? 682 
1 Play. Ay, my lord. 


Ham. We'll ha't to-inorrow night, 


[Exit PorLoxirvs, 


You could, 


for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixtcen 
lines, which I would set down, and insert in't? could 


you not p 


1 Play. Ay, my lord. 
Ham, Very well. 


ou mock him not. My 


Follow that lord; and look 
good friends, | to Ros. and 


Gui p.] I'll leave you till night: you are welcome 
to Elsineur. 


Ros. Good, my lord. 


692 
[ Exeunt Ros. & Gvit. 


Ham. Ay, so, God be wi” you:—Now I an 


alone. 


O, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit, 


That, from her working, all his visage warm'd; 


Tear 
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Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 700 


A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 

With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing ! 

For Hecuba! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he Should weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion, 

That I have? He would drown the stage with tears, 


And cleave the general ear with horrid speech; 


Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 


Confound the 1gnorant; and amaze, indeed, 710 
The very faculty of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 

And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 

Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damn'd defeat was made. Am Ja coward ? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lye i' the throat, 
As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this? 721 
Ha! Why 1 should take it: for it cannot be, 

But I am pig*on-liver'd, and lack gall 

To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 

should have fatted all the region kites 

Wich this slave's offal? Bloody, bawdy villain | 
Remorscless, treacherous, lecherous, kindlcss villain? 
Why, what an ass am I? This is most brave; 


That I, the son of a dear father murder'd. 
Trompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell. 730 


Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 


And fall a curing, like a very drab, 


A scul- 
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A scullion! * 

Fie upon't! foh! 

About, my brains! Hum! I have heard, 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 

Been struck so to the soul, that presently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions : 739 
For murder, though 1 it have no tongue, will speak 
Wich most miraculous organ. [I'll have these players 
Play something like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle: I'll observe his looks; 

I'll tent him to the quick; if he do blench, 

I know my course. The spirit, that I * seen, 
May be a devil: and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy 

(As he is very potent with such $pirits), 

Abuses me to damn me: I'll have grounds 

More relative than this; The play's the thing, 
Mherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. 


Exit. 


— — — 


— — — — —— — 
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Ae H. KEN 1, 


Ilie Palace. Enter King, Queen, Polo xN ius, Ohr- 


L IA, Ros EN CRANTEZz, & GUILDENSTERN» 
Ring. 
A ND can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion 


Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
Wich turbulent and dangerous lupacy ? 


39 


vit. 


Act III. HAMLET, 65 


Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

Cuil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded; 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 10 

Queen, Did he receive you well? 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

Cuil. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Ros. Niggard of question ; but of our — 
Most freely in his reply. 

Queen, Did you assay him 
To any pastime ? 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o'er-raught on the way: of these we told him: 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 20 
To hear of it: They are here about the court; 

And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 
Pol. Tis most true: 
And he bescech'd me to entreat your majcsties, 
To hear and see the matter. 
King. With all my heart: and 1t doth much con- 
tent me 
To hear him so inclin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 30 

Ros. We t shall, my lord. 

Exeunt Ros. and Gull. 

Hing. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too: 
For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as were by accident, may here 
Attront Ophelia. 
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Her father, and myself (lawful espials) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unscen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge; 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd, 
If't be the affliction of his love, or no, 40 
That thus he suffers for. 
Queen, I shall obey you: 
And, for my part, Ophelia, I do wish, 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 
Oþh, Madam, I wish it may. Exit Queen, 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here :— Gracious, 30 ple 450 
ou, 
We will bestow ourselves: Read on this book; 50 
[10 Ort. 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness.— We are oft to blame in this,— 
Tis too much prov 'd,—that, with devotion's visage, 
And pious action, we do sugar o er 
The devil himself. 
King. O, 'tis too true! how smart 
A lash that ;peech doth give my conscience; 
The harlot's cheek, beauty'd with plastring art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing that 3 it, 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 60 
O heavy burden! 
Pol, I hear him coming; let's withdraw, my lord, 
[ Exe nt King, and POLON1U% 


[ Asitte, 


Enter HaMmLET. 


Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question :-- 
Whether *tis nobler in the mind; to suffer 
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The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them? To die; to sleep;— 

No more P —and, by a sleep, to say we end 

The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to;—'tis a consummation 70 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die to sleep;— 

To sleep! perchance, to dream;—Ay, there's the 

rub ; | 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause: There's the respect, 4 
That makes calamity of so long life: | 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, f 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 4 
The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 80 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, {| 
| When he himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 
; To groan and sweat under a weary life; 

But that the dread of something after death, — 

The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn 
S No traveller return puzzles the will; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 7 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? ; 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 90 bd 
And thus the native hue of resolution Ws 
Is ickly*d o'er with the pale cast of thought; 3 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 6 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, \ 
And lose the name of action. Soft you, now! 

Seeing OruELIA. 35 

888 The 1 
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The fair Ophelia? —Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember'd. 
Oph. Good my lord, 
How does your honour for this many a day ? 
Ham. I humbly thank you; well. 100 
Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 


Ham. No, not I; 


I never gave you aught. 


Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right wel. 


you did; 

And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich: their perfume lost, 
Take these again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 110 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honest? 

Oph. My lord? 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Ophi. What means your lordship ? ; 

Ham. That, if you be honest, and fair, you shout 


admit no discourse to your beauty. 


Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better comment 


than with honesty ? 11s 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty wil 
Sooner transform honesty from what 1t 15 to a aw, 
than the force of honesty can translate beauty in 
its likeness: this was some time a paradox, but 10 
the time gives it proof, I did love you once. 


Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe 50. 
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s 2 
tue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we . 
relish of it: I lov'd you not. 
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Oh. J was the more deceiv'd. 129 
Ham, Get thee to a nunnery ; why would'st thou 
be a breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent ho- 
nest; but yet I could accuse me of such things, that 
| it were better, my mother had not borne me: I am 
very proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more offences 
at my back, than I have thoughts to put them in, 
imagination to give them shape, or time to act them in: 
What should such fellows as I do crawling between 
earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves, all; beheve 
| none of us: Go thy ways to a nunnery : Where's 
your father ? 140 
„ . At home, my lord. 

Ham, Let the doors be shut upon him; that he may 
play the fool no where but in's own house. Farewel, 

110k 0h. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague 
for thy dowry: Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as 
now, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to 
a nunnery ; farewell: Or, if thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a fool; for wise men know well enough, what 
monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, go; 
and quickly too. Farewel. 151 
mem C. Heavenly powers, restore him! 

i Han. I have heard of your paintings too well 
ty wi enough; God hath given you one face, and you 
bau wake yourselves another: you jig, you amble, and 
ty in e lisp, and nick- name God's creatures, and make 
1t noi Fur wantonness your ingnorance: Go to; I'll no 
Wore on't; it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
e no more marriages: those that are married 


well, 


chou 


e $0 


for 4 cady, all but one, shall live; the rest shall keep as 
ve ey are, To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet. 161 
G 11 Oph, 
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Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, 
sword; 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 
The observed of all observers! quite, quite down! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh; 170 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me! 
To have scen what I have seen, see what I see! 


Re-enter King, and Pol oN ius. 


King. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like madness. There's something in hs 

Soul, 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood; 
And, I do doubt the hatch, and the disclose, 
Will be some danger; Whuch for to prevent, 
I have, in quick determination, 180 
Thus set it down; He shall with speed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and countries different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on't? 

Pol. It shall do well: But yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief | 
Sprung from neglected love.—How now, Ophelia? 
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You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said; 190 | | 
We heard it all. —My lord, do as you please; | 
But, if you hold it tit, after the play, 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To shew his grief; let her be round with him; 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 1 
Olk all their conference: If she find him not, | 
To England send him; or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so: 200 


Madness in great ones must not unwatch' d go. ¶ Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE II. 


| A Hall, Enter Hur r, and two or three of the 
Players. | 


* Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro- | 
nounc'd 1t to you, trippingly on * tongue: but if you 

mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as heve the 

town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air 

too much with your hand, thus; but use all gently : for 

in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirl- 

winds of your passion, you must acquire and begeta tem- 

perance, that may give it moothness. O, it offends me 

to the soul, to hear a robustious perriwig-pated fellow 

tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears 

of the groundlings ; who, for the most part, are capable 

of nothing but inexplicable dumb shews, and noise: I 

would have such a fellow whipp'd for o'er-doing Ter- 

magant; it out-herods Herod: Pray you, avoid it. 
1 Play, I warrant your honour, 217 
Ham, 
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Ham, Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be your tutor: suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action; with this special observance, 
that you ober- step not the modesty of nature: For, 
any thing so over-done is from the purpose of playing, 
whose end, both at the first, and now, was, and is, to 
hold as 'twere the mirror up to nature; to shew virtue 
her own feature, scorn her own image, and the ve 
age and body of the time his form and pressure. Now 
chis, over-done, or come tardy off, though it make the 
unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; 
the censure of which one, must, in your allowance, 
o'er-weigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be 
players, that I have seen play—and heard others praise, 
and that highly, — not to speak it profanely, that, nei- 
ther having the accent of christians, nor the gait of 
christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted, and bel- 
low'd, that I have thought some of nature's journey men 
had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reform'd that indifferently 
with us. 240 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let chose, that 
play your clowns, speak no more than is set down for 
them: For there be of them, that will themselves laugh, 
to set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh 
too; though, in the mean time, some necessary question 
of the play be then to be considered: that's villainous; 
and shews a most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. 
Go, make you ready.— 
[ Exeunt Players, 


Euler 
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Enter PoLON1Us, RosENCRANTZ, and Guilp- 
ENSTERN» 


| How now, my lord? will the king hear this piece of 


work ? 
Pol. And, the queen too, and that presently. 
Ham, Bid the players make hag} Ln Polon. 


| Will you two help to hasten them ? 


Both. Ay, my lord. | Exeunt Ros. and Gui. 
Ham, What, ho; Horatio! 


Enter HorAT10O. 


Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As &er my conversation cop'd withal. 
Hor. O, my dear lord, — 260 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter: 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 


To feed, and clothe thee? Why should the poor be 


flatter'd ? 
No, let the candy'd tongue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow fawning, Dost thou hear? 


Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice, * 


And could of men distinguish, her election 

Hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 270 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing; 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 

Hast ta'en with equal thanks: and blest are those, 

M hose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 

To sound what stop she please: Give me that man 


That 
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That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee, Something too much of this, — 
There 1s a play to-night before the king ; 280 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 
Which I have told thee, of my father's death, 
I pr'ythee, when thou see'st that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle: if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy : Give him heedful note: 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 290 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord: 
If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 
And scape detecting, I will pay che theft. 

Ham, They are coming to the play; I must be idle: 
Get you a place. 


Danish March, A Flourisch. Enter King, Queen, 
PoloN ius, Orutiia, RosENCRASNT:, 
GuilDENSTERN, and others. 


Ring. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i“ faith ; of the camelion's dish: 
I] eat the air, promise-cramm'd : You cannot feed 
capons so. 299 

King. I have nothing with this answer, ITamlet; 
these words are not mine, 
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Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, you play'd 


once 1' the university, you say? [| To PoloN ius. 
Pol. That did 1, my lord: and was accounted a 
Jod actor. 
Ham. And what did you enact? 
Pol. I did enact Julius Cæsar: I was kill'd i“ the 
capitol; Brutus kill'd me. 
Pol. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital 
f calf there. — Be the players ready ? 310 
Ros. Ay, my lord; they stay upon your patience, 
Qicen, Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
Ham, No, good mother, here's metal more attrac- 
tive, 
) Pol. O ho! do you mark that? | To the Ring. 
Ham, Lady, shall I lie in your lap? 
[ Lying down at OPHELIA's feet, 
0þh, No, my lord. 
Ham. 1 mean, my head upon your lap ? 
0þh. Ay, my lord, | 320 
* Ham, Do you think I meant country matters ? 
O0þh, I think nothing, my lord. 
Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids 
L legs. 
F O. What 1s, my lord ? 
Ham. Nothing. 
0þh. You are merry, my lord. 
Ham, Who, I ? 
Ohh. Ay, my lord. 
Ham. O! your cnly jig-maker. What should a 
in do, but be merry ? for, look you, how cheer- 
; Wy my mother looks, and my father died within 
hese two hours. | 
. Nay, *tis twice two months, my lord. 


Ham. 
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Ham. So long? Nay, then let the devil wen 
black, for I'll have a suit of sables. O heavens! 
die two months ago, and not forgotten yet? Then 
there's hope, a great man's memory may outlive hi 
life half a year: But, by'r-lady, he must build 
churches then : or else hall he suffer not thinking 
on, with the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph, is For, 0, 
for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot. 339 


Trumpets ound. The dumb she follows, 


Enter a king and queen, very lovingly ; the queen en 
bracing him, and he her. She kneels, and male, 
Shew of protestation unto hum, He takes her ug 
and declines has head upon her neck : lays hn 
down upon a bank of flowers she, Seeing hin 
asleep, leaves hum. Anon, comes in a fellow, take 

tas crown, Rise it, and pours poison in tit 
ing's ears, and exit. The queen returns ; find, 
the king dead, and makes passionate action, Tit 
porsoner, with Some two or three mutes, comes in 
again, Seeming to lament with her. Ie deal 
body ts carried away, The potsoner wooes ht 
queen with gifts ; She seems loath and unwilling 

whale, but in the end, accepts his love. 
[ Exeunt 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 
Ham. Marry, this is miching malicho ; it mea 
mischief. 


Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument d 
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Enter PROLOGUE. 


Ham. We shall know by this fellow: the players 
cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all, 

Oþh, Will he tell us what this shew meant ? 

Ham. Ay, or any shew that you'll shew him: Be 
not you asham'd to shew, he'll not shame to tell you 
what 1t means. 350 

Op. You are naught, you are naught ; I'll mark 


the play. 


Pro, For us, and for our tragedy, 
Here stooping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently, 


Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring? 
ph. Tis brief, my lord. | 


Ham, As woman's love. 
Enter a King, and a Queen. 


P. King, Full thirty times hath Phœbus' cart gone 


round 


| Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus“ orbed ground; 360 


And thirty dozen moons, with borrowed sheen 


About the world have times twelve thirties been; 


dince love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 
P, Queen. So many journies may the sun and 
moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done ! 
Bu, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 


Bo far from cheer, and from your former state, 
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78 MAMLET, Act Ill. 


That I distrust you. Vet, though I distrust, 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must: 370 
For women fear too much, even as they love, 
And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 
In neither ought, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so. 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there, 
P. Ring. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shon 
tO ; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do : 
And thou $halt live in this fair world behind, 38 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou 
P. Queen, O, confound the rest! 
Such love must needs be treason in my breast: 
In second husband let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second, but who kill the first. 
Ham. That's wormwood. 
H. Queen, The instances, that second marriag: 
move, 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love: 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 390 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 
P. King. I do believe, you think what now you 
Speak ; 
But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity: | 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary tis, that we forget 
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III. HAMLET» 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt: 
„hat to ourselves in passion we propose, 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or joy, 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy: 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is not for aye; nor *us not strange, 
That even our loves should with our fortunes change; 
For *us a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark, his favourite flies; 
10 WF be poor advanc'd. makes friends of enemies, 411 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 
For who not needs, shall never lack a friend; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
| Directly seasons him his enemy. 
But, orderly to end where I begun. — 
Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 
That our devices still are overthrown ; 
e Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 420 
But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 
0 P. Queen, Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 
light ! 
Sport, and repose, lock from me, day, and night! 
odesperation turn my trust and hope! 
An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope! 
Each oppoxite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what 1 would have well, and it destroy! 
Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife, 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife! 
Zam. If she should break it now,. To Oph. 430 
Hy P. King 
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80 HAMLET. Act III. 


P. Ring. Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [ Sleeps, 

P. Queen, Sleep rock thy brain: 

And never come mischance betwixt us twain ! [ Exit, 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 

Queen, The lady doth protest too much, methinks, 

Ham. O, but $he'll keep her word. 

Ring. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no 
offence in't ? 440 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest; no 
offence i the world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The mouse-trap. Marry, how ? Tropically, 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna; 
Gonzago 1s the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista : you 
Shall see anon; 'tis a knavish piece of work: But 
what of that ? your majesty, and we that have fre: 
souls, it touches us not: Let the gall'd jade wince, 
our Withers are unwrung.— 450 


Enter LuciANus. 


This is one Lucianus, nephew to the duke. 
Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 
Ham, I could interpret between you and your love, 
if I could see the puppets dallying. 
Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 
1 Ham. It would cost you a groaning, to take off my 
e. 
Oh. Sull better, and worse. 
Ham, So you mistake your husbands, 
Begin, 
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Begin, murderer, Leave thy damnable faces, and 
begin. 460 
Come—The croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecat's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magic, and dire property, 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 
| Pours the poison into his ears. 
Ham. He poisons him i' the garden for his estate. 
is name's Gonzago: the story is extant, and written 
in very choice Italian: You shall see anon, how the 
murderer gets the love of Gonzago's wife. 471 


ph. The king rises. 


me 


% 


a, 
= Ham, What! frighted with false fire! 
* Uueen, How fares my lord ? 


Pol. Give o'er the play. 
Ring. Give me some Jight :—away ! 
All, Lights, lights, lights! 
[ Exeunt All but HAu LET, and Ho RATIO. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play: 
For some must watch, whilst some must 
sleep; 480 
Thus runs the world away. — 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me), with two 
Provencial roses on my rayed shoes, get me a fellow- 
pup in a cry of players, sir ? 
Hor. Half a share. 
Ham, A whole one, 1. | 
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_— HAMLET. Act III. 


For thou dost know, O Damon dear, 
This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 490 
A very, very—peacock, 
Hor. You might have rhym'd. 
Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word 
for a thousand pounds. Did'st perceive ? 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning, — 
Hor. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah, ha !-—Come, some musick ; come, the 
recorders, —- 
For if the king like not the comedy, 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy.— 500 


Enter RoOSENCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN, 


Come, some musick, 

Cuil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 

ou. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Cuil. The king, sir.— 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him ? 

Guil, Is, in his retirement, marvellous distemper'd, 

Ham, Wich drink, sir P 

Gui. No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should shew itself more richer, 
to signify this to the doctor; for, for me to put him 
to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into 
more choler. 512 

Cuil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly ag: my attair, 

Ham, I am tame, sir :—pronounce, 


Guil. 
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Guil, The queen, your mother, in most great af- 
fiction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Cuil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall please you to make me a 
wholesome answer, I will do your mother's command- 
ment: if not, your pardon, and my return, shall be 
the end of my EE 523 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil, What, my lord p 

Ham, Make you a wholesome answer; my wit's 
dixeas'd ; But, sir, such answer as I can make, you 
hall command; or rather, as you say, my mother: 


therefore no more, but to the matter: My mother, 


you say.— 530 
Ros. Then thus she says; your behaviour hath 


struck her into amazement and admiration. 


Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother — But is there no sequel at the heels of this 


| mother's admiration ? impart. 


Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 


ere you go to bed, 
Ham, We chall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. 
Have you any further trade with us ? 
Ros, My lord, you once did love me. 540 


Ham, And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper ? You do, surely, bar the door upon your own 
berty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

Kos, How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 


Ham. 
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84 HAMLET» Act III. 
Ham. Ay, sir, but While the grass grows, the 


proverb is something musty. 549 


Enter the Players, with Recorders, 


O, the recorders :—let me see one,-—To withdraw 
with you: Why do you go about to recover che 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Cuil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love 1s too unmannerly. 

Ham, I do not well understand that. 
play upon this pipe ? 

Guil, My lord, I cannot, 

Ham. I pray you. 


Guil, Believe me, I cannot. 


Vill von 


Ham. I do beseech you. 360 


Gu, I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. Tis as easy as lying: govern these ven- 
tages with your fingers and thumb, give it breath wich 
your mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent mu- 
tick. Look you, these are the stops. 

Guil, But these cannot I command to any 
ance of harmony; I have not the skill. 567 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me? You would play upon me; you 
would seem to knew my stops; you would pluck 
out the heart of my mystery; you would sound me 
from my lowest note to the top of my compass: and 
there is much musick, excellent voice, in this little 
organ; yet cannot you make it speak. Why, do 


utter- 


you think, that I am easier to be play'd on than a 
pipe? Call me what instrument you will, though you 
can fret me, you cannot play upon me. 
LONIUS. | 


[ Enter Po- 
God bless you, sir! Pol. 
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I Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, 1 
9 WF ard presently. 580 7 
Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in 1 
hape of a came] ? 1 
Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed, iN 
ww Ham. Methinks it is like a weazel, 's 
le Pol. It is back'd like a weazel. 3. 
Ham. Or, like a whale? Wes 
y Pol, Very like a whale. £8 
Ham, Then will I come to my mother by and by. 10 ; 
u hey fool me to the top of my bent, —I will come 1 
by and by. 590 999 

Pol. I will say so. 9 9 

Ham. By and by is easily said. Leave me, friends. 117708 

[ Exeunt Ros. Guit. Hor. Sc. al 

50 is now the very witching time of night; 4 
When church- yards yawn, and hell itself breathes out Hl ; 

n. Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot 1 
th blood, 128 


u- And do such * as the bitter day 334 


p 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mother, — 1 
-r- WO, heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever * 
67 The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : "HY 
ng Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 600 14.18 
ou ins speak da 1 to her, but use none; +1218 
ck My tongue and soul in this be hy pocrites: 13 ö 
ne How in my words soever she be shent, Ain i 
nd lo give them seals never, my soul, consent! L hk 6 
tle I" 
14 1. 
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86 HAMLET» Act III. 


SCENE III. 


A Room. in the Palace. Enter the King, Rosrx. 


CRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN. 


King. I like him not; nor stands it safe with us, 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 

And he to England shall along with you: 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 610 
Out of his lunes. 
Guil. We will ourselves provide: 
Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many many bodies safe, 
That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 

Ros. The single f culiar life is bound, 

Wich all the strength 1 armour of the mind, 
To keep itself from *noyance ; but much more, 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 620 
Dies not alone; but, hke a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with it: It is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each small annexment, petty consequence, 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 


Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 


King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voy- 


age. 


For 


. Ar 117. HAMLET» 87 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 630 
Which now goes too free-footed, 
Both, We will haste us. 
[ Exeunt Ros, and Gull. 


Enter PoLONIUus. 


Pol, My lord, he's going to his mother's closet; 
Behind the arras I'll convey myself, 
To hear the process; I'll warrant, $she'll tax him home; 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet, that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'er-hear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege: 
Il call upon you ere you go to bed, 640 
And tell you what I know. Exit. 
King, Thanks, dear my lord. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 
li hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder — Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
stand in pause where I shall first begin, 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand ᷑ 650 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ? | 
I there not rain enough in the sweet heavens, 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy, 
But to confront the visage of offence? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
| To be fore-stalled, ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up; 
* My fault is past. But, O, what form of pray er 
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88 HAMLET« Act II.. 
Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder!— 
That cannot be; since I am still possess'd 660 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen, 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice; 

And oft tis seen, the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law: But 'tis not so above. 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 670 
To give in evidence. What then? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can: What can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state! O bosom, black as death! 

O limed soul; that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engag' d! Help, angels, make assay! 


Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings af 


steel, 
Be soft as sinews of the new- born babe; 
All may be well! [ The Ring kneel, 


Enter HAMLET. 


Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying; 
And now I'll do't;—And so he goes to heaven: 
And so am I reveng'd? That would be scann'd: 
A villain kills my father; and, for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, full of bread; 
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With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May; 

50 And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven? 
But in our circumstance and course of thought, 690 

'Tis heavy with him: And am 1 then reveng'd, 

To take him in the purging of his soul, 

When he is fit and season'd for his passage ? 

No, 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent: 

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage; 

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; 

At gaming, swearing; or about some act 

That has no relish of salvation in't: 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven; 

And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black, 701 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays: 


This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [ Exit. 


0 The King rises. 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain be- 
low: 
%. Words without thoughts, never to heaven go. | Exit. 
is: SCENE IV. 
| The Queen's Closet. Enter Queen and PoLox1vus. 
Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home 
to him: 
Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with; 
1th I And 
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HAMLET» Act Ill 


And that your grace hath screen'd and stood between 
Much heat and him. I'll silence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. | 710 
am, | within, | Mother, mother, mother 
Queen, I'll warrant you; fear me not. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
[Poronivs hides imc. 


Enter HAu LET. 


Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter? 
Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much d. 


fended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended, 


Queen, Come, come, you answer with an ide 


tongue, 

Ham, Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue, 

Queen, Why, how now, Hamlet? 

Ham. What's the matter now ? 

Queen, Have you forgot me? 

Ham, No, by the rood, not $0: 
You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife: 
And—'would it were not s0!—you are my mother, 


TA 


Queen, Nay, then I'll set those to you that ca 


spea 
Ham. — come, and sit you down; you hal 
not budge; 
You go not, *till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
Queen, What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murde 
me? 
Help, help, ho! 73 
Pol. | Behind, ] What, ho! help! - 
an. 
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Ham. How now! a rat? 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 
Hari r 5trikes at Polo N us through the Arras. 
" Pol. [ Behind.) O, I am slain. 
Queen, O me, what hast thou done? 
Ham, Nay, I know not: 
„ls it the king? 
Queen, O, what a rash and bloody deed is this! 
Ham, A bloody deed; —almost as bad, good mo- 
ther, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother, 740 
o- Queen, As kill a king? 
Ham. Ay, lady, twas my word, 
led, Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewel! 
mo [To PoLON1US. 
I took thee for thy better; take thy fortune: 
zue. Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your hands: Peace; sit you down, 
And let me wring your heart: for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so, 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 750 
| Queen, What have I done, that thou dar'st wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me? 
Ham. Such an act, 
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty: 
Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
rder WA nd sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicer's oaths: O, such a deed, 
10 FA; from the body of contraction plucks 


| lhe very soul; and sweet religion makes 760 
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92 HAMLET. | Act III. 


A rhapsody of words: Heaven's face doth glow; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass 

Wich tristful visage, as against the doom, 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ay me, what act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, What a grace was seated on this brow : 

Hyperion's curls: the front of Jove himself; 770 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station like the herald Mercury, 

New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man: 

This was your husband. Look you now, what 
follows ; 

Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 780 

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 

You cannot call it, love; for at your age, 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment; And what judgment 

Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you have, 

Else, could you not have motion: But, sure, that 
sense 

Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err; 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er $0 thrall'd, 

But it reserv'd some quantity of choice, | 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't. 


That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman- blind? an 
yes 
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Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 

Could not so mope. 


O chame! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 


If thou canst mutiny in a matron's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame, 


| When the compulsive ardour gives the charge; 


Since frost itself as actively doth burn, 
And reason panders will. 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more: 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul: 


And there I see such black and grained spots, 


As will not leave their tinct. 


Ham, Nay, but to live 


In the rank sweat of an incestuous bed; 


Stew'd in corruption; honeying, and making love 


Over the nasty stye; 
Queen. O, speak to me no more; 
These words like daggers enter in mine ears; 
No more, sweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A murderer, and a villian; 
A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord: a vice of kings; 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule: 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 


And put it in his pocket! 


Queen, No more. 


Enter a Ghost, 


Ham, A king of shreds and patches: 
I 1 | 
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Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards!-—What would your graciou, 
hgure? 
Queen, Alas, he's mad. 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and passion, let's go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 
O, say! 
Ghost. Do not forget: This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 830 
But, look! amazement on thy mother sits: 
O, step between her and her fighting soul; 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham, How is it with you, lady? 
Queen, Alas, how is't with you? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 840 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
Ham. On bim! on him! Look you, how pale 
he glares! 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects: then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Queen, To whom do you speak this? 851 
Ham. Do you see nothing there? 
5 Qucen. 


Ou 


15 


10 


ale 


en. 


Ad III. . HAMLET. 


Queen, Nothing at all; yet all, that is, I see. 


Ham, Nor did you nothing hear ? 


ueen, No, nothing, but ourselves. 


Ham, Why, look you there! look, how it steals 


away ' 


My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 


Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 


Exit 


veen. This is the very coinage of your brai 


| This bodiless creation ecstasy 


very cunning in. 
Ham. Ecstasy! 
My pulse as yours, doth temperately keep time, 


Ghost. 
n: 


860 


And makes as healthful musick: It is not madness 


That I have utter'd : bring me to the test, 
And I che matter will re-word ; which madness 


Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 


Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 


That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 


It will but skin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whules rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unseen, Confess yourself to heaven: 
Repent what's past; avoid what is to come; 
And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 


870 


To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue: 


For, in the fatness of these pursy times 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg; 


Vea, curb, and woo, for leave to do him good. 
Queen, O, Hamlet! thou hast cleft my heart in 


twain. 
Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night; but go not to mine uncle's bed; 


880 


Assume 
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Act III. 


Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat, 

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this; 

That to the use of actions fair and good 

He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 

That aptly is put on: Refrain to- night; 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 

To the next abstinence: the next, more easy: 800 

For use can almost change the stamp of nature, 

And either master the devil, or throw him out 

With wond'rous potency. Once more, good night! 

And when you are desirous to be blest, 

I'll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, 
Pointing to PoLON1US, 

I do repent; But heaven hath pleas'd it $0,— 

To punish him with me, and me with this, — 

That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 

The death I gave him. So, again good night !—900 

I must be cruel, only to be kind: 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind, — 

One word more, good lady, 

Queen, What $hall I do? 
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse ; 

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses, 

Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 910 

That I essentially am not in madness, 

But mad in craft. Twere good, you let him know: 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 


Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 
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Such dear concernings hide? who would do so ? 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy, 

Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 
Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape, 


To try conclusions, in the basket creep, 


And break your neck down. 920 
Queen, Be thou assur'd if words be made of 
breath, 


And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 
Ham, I must to England; you know that ? 
Queen, Alack, I had forgot; 'tis so concluded on. 
Ham. There's letters scal'd; and my two school- 
fellows, — 
Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,— 
They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way, 
And marshal me to knavery : Let it work; 
oo Fer bus che sport, to have the engineer 930 
Hoist with his own petar: and it shall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon: O, tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet !— 
This man shall set me packing. 
[ll lug the guts into the neighbour room: — 
Mother, good night. — Indeed this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
10 Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you: — 940 
Good night, mother. 
1 | Exit the Queen, and HAMLET dragging in 
PoLONIUS. 
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ACT . SCENE I. 


A royal Apartment. Enter King, Queen, Ros kx. 
C RANTZEZ and GUILDENSTERN. 


King. 


Turxz's matter in these sighs, these profound 
heaves; 
You must translate; *tis fit we understand them: 
Where is your son ? 
Queen, Bestow this place on us a little while, — 
[To Ros. and Guit. who go out, 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to night ? 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
Queen. _ as the sea, and wind, when both con- 
ten 
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat / a rat ! 10 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 
King. O heavy deed! 
It had been so with us, had we been there: 
His liberty 1s full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas! how shall this bloody deed be answer'd ? 


It will be laid to us; whose providence 


Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of 
haunt, 


This mad young man: but, so much was our love, & 
'e 
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Act IV. 


We would not understand what was most fit ; 21 
But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

x. W Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd : 

Oer whom his very madness, like some ore, 

Among a mineral of metals base, 


Shews itself pure: he weeps for what is done. 4 ; 
King. O, Gertrude, come away | 4 

nd The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 30 5 F 
But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed by | 

[f 


We must, with all our majesty and skill, 0 
Both countenance and excuse.— Ho! Guildenstern! | 


vt, W Enter RosgxNCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN. 74 


Friends both, go join you with some further aid: by. 
1n- W Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 1 
And from his mother's closet hath he dragged him: BY 
Go, seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body 4 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 7! | 
10 [ Exeunt Ros. and Guit. ® 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends; 0 ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 40 18 
And what's untimely done : for haply, slander, 1 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, id 


As level as the cannon to his blank, 
Transports his poison'd shot, may miss our name, 
And hit the woundless air.— O, come away! 


My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [ Excunt. 
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Act IT, 


SCENE II. 


Another Room. Enter HAurE Tr. 


Ham. Safely stow'd, But soft, — 

Ros. Sc. within, Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 

Ham. What noise? Who calls on Hamlet? O, 
here they come, 5() 


Enter RosENCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERY, 


Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the dead 

body ? 

Ham. Confounded it with dust, whereto *tis skin. 

Ros, Tell us where 'tis; that we may take it 

thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what ? 

Ham, That I can keep your counsel, and not mine 
own. Besides, to be demanded of a spunge !—what 
replication should be made by the son of a king ? 

Ros. Take you me for a spunge, my lord? 60 

Ham. Ay, sir; that soaks up the king's counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such officers 
do the king best service in the end: He keeps them, 
like an ape, in the corner of his jaw: first mouth d, 
to be last swallow'd: When he needs what you have 
glean'd, it is but squeezing you, and, spunge, you 
>hall be dry again, 

Ros, I understand you not, my lord, 


Han. 


nine 
what 
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Ham, I am glad of it: A knavish speech sleeps in 


a foolish ear. 70 


Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body is, 


and go with us to the king. 


Ham, The body is with the king, but the king is 
The king is a thing 
Guil, A thing, my lord? 

Ham, Of nothing; bring me to him. 


and all after. 


Hide fox, 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE 111. 


Another Room. Enter the King. 


Ning. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body. 

How dangerous 1s it, that this man goes loose ? 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him: 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude, 80 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 
And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause: Diseases, desperate grown, 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 


Or not at all. — How now ? what hath befallen? 


Enter Ros EN RAN TZ. 


Kos, Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 


Ring. 
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King. But where 1s he ? 90 
Ros. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your 

leasure. 


King. Bring him before us. 
Ros, Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 


Enter HaMLET, and GuitDENSTERN. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper ? Where ? 

Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; 
a certain convocation of politick worms are een at 
him. Your worm 1s your only emperor for diet : we 
fat all creatures else, to fat us: and we fat ourselves 
for maggots: Your fat king, and your lean beggar, 
is but variable service: two dishes, but to one table; 
that's the end. 103 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of that 
worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham, Nothing, but to shew you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 110 

Ring. Where is Polomus ? 


Ham, In heaven: send thither to see: if vour 5 


messenger find him not there, seek him i' the other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King, Go scek him there. 


Ham, 


Act 
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Ham. He will stay till you come. 
[ Exeunt Attendants, 
King, Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
Safety, — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 120 
For that which thou hast done, —must send thee 
hence 

Wich fiery quickness: Therefore, prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is . 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

Ring. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, come; 
for England! Farewel, dear mother. 131 

Ring. Thy loving father, Hamlet, 

Ham. My mother: Father and mother is man and 
wife; man and wife is one flesh ; and, so, my mother. 


Come, for England. Exit. 
Ring. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed 
aboard; 


Delay it not; I'll have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the affair: Pray you make haste. 
[ Exeunt Ros. and Gui. 

And, England! if my love thou hold'st at aught 140 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
\fier the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us), thou may st not coldly set 

ur Sovereign process; which imports at full, 
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By letters conjuring to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 

For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 

And thou must cure me: Till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun, 150 


[ Extt, 


—— 


SCENE IV. 


The Frontiers of Denmark, Enter ForTiNBRAs, 
with an Army. 


For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king; 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a pronus'd march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous, 
If that his majesty would aught with us, 
We shall express our duty in his eye, 
And let him know so. 
Capt. I willdo't, my lord. 
For. Go softly on. [| Exit FoRTISBRAS, . 


Enter HAMlE T, Rost:xcranTtz, GUirlDEx- 


STERN, c. 


Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 160 
Capt. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham, How purpos'd, sir, I pray you ? 

Capt. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham, Who commands them, sir? 


Cap!, 


| Act 
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Capt. The nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham, Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier ? 
Capt. Truly to speak, and with no addition, 
| We go to gain a little patch of ground, 
0 That hath in it no profit but the name. 170 
t, To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
* A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 
Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 
Capt. Ves, tis already garrison'd. 
Ham, Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand 
ducats, 
b Will not debate the question of this straw: 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
1 That inward breaks, and shews no cause without 
wy Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 180 
Capt. Cod be wi'ye, sir. Exit Captain. 
Ros, Will't please you go, my lord ? 
Ham, I will be with you straight. Go a little before. 
[ Exeunt Ros. and the rest. 
How all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge ! What 1s a man, 
If his chief good, and market of his time, 
Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more. 
| Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse, 
N= Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 190 
To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 


50 Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of chinking too precisely on the event. 
A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part 
wisdom, | 
1 K iij And, 
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And, ever, three parts coward, —I do not know, 
Why yet I live to say, This thing's to do ; 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and 
means F/ 
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me: 
Witness, this army of such mass and charge, 


Led by a delicate and tender prince : 200 
Whose spirit, with divine ambition puft, | 
Makes mouths at the invisible event; He 
Exposing what 1s mortal, and unsure, | 
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, F 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly, to be great 
Is not to stir without great argument ; The 
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 
When honour's at the stake. How stand I then, Spu 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd, Tha 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood, 210 Yet 
And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see The 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, And 
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, Wh 
Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot, 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, Inde 
Which 1s not tomb enough, and continent, | 
To hide the slain ?—O, from this time forth, Tho 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 0; 
[ Exit, 
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SCENE V. 


A Room in the Palace, 
Queen, and HoraT10. 


Elsineur. Enter the 


Queen, I will not speak with her. 
Hor. She is importunate; indeed, distract ; 


220 


| Her mood will needs be pity'd. 


Queen, What would she have ? 
Hor. She speaks much of her father; says, she 
hears, 
There's tricks i' the world; and hems, and beats her 
heart ; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield 


them, | 230 
Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought, : 


Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 


Queen, *Twere good, she were spoken with; for 
She may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds: 
[Exit HoRaATio. 
Tomy sick soul, as sin's true nature is, 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss: 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It spills itself, in fearing to be spilt. 
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Re-enter Ho RAT TO, with Orneria, 


Queen,' How now, Ophelia ? 941 
Oph. How should Tyour true love know 
From another one ? 
By his cockle hat, and 5taff, 
And by his sandal shoon, [ Singing, 
Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
ph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 
He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone; 
At his head a grass-green turf, 250 
At his heels a stone. 
O, ho! 


Queen, Nay, but Ophelia, 
Oph. Pray you, mark. 


White his shroud as the mountain Snow, 


Enter King. 


ucen. Alas, look here, my lord. 
Oph. Larded all with sweet flowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go, 
IWith true-love Showers. 
King. How do you, pretty lady ? 259 
Oph. Well, God 'ield you! They say, the owl 
was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we 
are, but know not what we may be. God be at your 
table ! 
King. Conceit upon her father. 
Oþh. Pray, let us have no words of this; but when 
they ask you, what it means, say you this: 


70. 


Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? 
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To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, 

All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your window, 

To be your Valentine: 270 
Then up he rose, and don'd his clothes, 

And dupt the chamber door ; 
Let im the maid, that out a maid 
0 Never departed more. 
| King. Pretty Ophelia! 

Op. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end 
on't. 


By Cis, and by Saint Charity, 
0 Alack, and fie for Shame ! 
Young men will do't, if they come to't ; 
By cock, they are to blame. 280 
Quoth She, before you tumbled me, 
You promis'd me to wed : He answers. 
So would I ha done, by yonder gun, 
An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

Ning. How long hath she been thus ? 

Opli. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa- 
nent: but I cannot choose but weep, to think, the 
would lay him i' the cold ground; My brother shall 
now of it, and so I thank you for your good counsel. 

39 Come, my coach! good night, ladies; good night, 
| weet ladies : good might, good night. Exit. 
King. Follow her close; give her good watch, I 
ray you, [Exit Ho RATIO. 
O! this is the poison of deep grief: it springs 
All from her father's death: And now behold, O 
Gu Gertrude, Gertrude, 
| When sorrows come, they come not single spies 
- „ey 3 
Ty. But in battalions ! First, her father slain; 
Next, 
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Act IV. 


Next, your son gone; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove: The people muddy'd, 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts, and whiz- 


pers, 300 
For good Polonius' death; and we have done hut 


greenly, 
In hugger-mugger to inter him: Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts, 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 
Her brother is in secret come from France: 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death; 
Where necessity, of matter beggar'd, 310 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superſluous death! { 4 Nozsc within, 


— 
* 
* 


Queen, Alack! what noise is this? 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Ring. Attend, Where are my Switzers? Let 
them guard the door ;— 

What is the matter ? 

Gen. Save yourself, my lord; 
The ocean, over-peering of his list, 
Fats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 32 
Than young I aertes, in a riotous head, 
O'er- bears your offices! The rabble call him, lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 
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Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every ward, 
They cry, Choose we ; Laertes shall be king ! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds 
Laertes Shall be king, Laertes xing 
Queen, How cheerfully on the false trail they cry! 
0, this is counter, you false Danish dogs. 330 
King, The doors are broke, Noise within, 


Enter LAERTES, with others, 


Laer. Where is this king? —Sirs, stand you all 
without. 

All, No, let's come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 


All, We will, we will. [ Exeunt. 
Laer, I thank you: Keep the door. O thou vile 
king, 


Give me my father, 
Queen, Calmly, good Laertes. 
Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims 
me bastard ; 
Cnes, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot 340 
Een here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
df my true mother. 
Ring. What is the cause, Laertes, 


That thy rebellion looks so giant- like? — 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person; 


There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
As little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 


Why 
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Why thou art thus incens'd ;—Let him go, Ger. Ane 


trude It sl 
Speak, man. 350 % As « 

Laer. Where is my father? C 
King, Dead. L 
Queen, But not by him, 
King, Let him demand his fill. Fnte 
Laer. How came he dead? I'll not be Juggled 

with : 


To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil! 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit! 
I dare damnation: To this point I stand,— 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes; only I'll be revenged 300 
Most thoroughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you? 

Laer. My will, not all che world's: 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 
If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your reveng: 
That, sweep-stake, you will draw both friend and f 
Winner and loser ? 37 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll open 

arms; 

And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 
Like a good child, of a true gentleman 
That I am guiltless of your father's death, 


bl 
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And am most sensible in grief for it, 
It shall as level to your judgment pear, 
As day does to your eye. 
Crowd within, Let her come in. 
Laer. How now! what noise is that? 


Enter Ort lia, fantastically dress'd with Straws 
and Flowers, 


O heat, dry up my brains! tears, seven times salt, | 


| Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye ; 


By heaven, thy madness $hall be pay'd with weight, l 
Till our scale turn the beam, O rose of May ! 0 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! — ; 
O heavens! is't possible a young maid's wits h 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life? 390 J 
Nature is fine in love; and, where *tis fine, 
t sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the bier; ) 
Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny :? 
And on his grave rain'd many a tear ;j— | 
Fare you well, my dove! 
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade re- 


venge, ö 

It could not move thus. 1 
Oþh. You must sing, Down a-down, an you call | | 
him a-down-a. 490 1 

O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the false steward, : 
that Stole his master's daughter. V 


Laer. That's nothing more than matter. 
Op. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; 


pray 
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pray you, love, remember: and there is pansies, that's 
for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness; thoughts and re. 
membrance fitted. 


Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines; | 


There's rue for you ;—and here's some for me;— 
we may call it, herb of grace o' Sundays:—you may 


wear your rue with a difterence.-— There's a daisy LY 


I would give you some violets; but they wither'd al 
when my father died: — They say, he made a good 
end, — 415 
For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy, 
Laer. Thought, and affliction, passion, hell itself, 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 


Oph. And will he not come again ? 


And will he not come again? 420 


No, no, he 1s dead, 
Go to thy death-bed, 
He never will come again, 


His beard was as white as Snow, 
All flaxen was his poll: 
He is gone, he is gone, 
And we cast away moan ; 
God a' mercy on his soul! 
And of all Christian souls! I pray God. God be 
wi' you. [ Extt OrHELIA. 
Laer. Do you sce this, O God 
Ring. Laertes, I must common with your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart, 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge twixt you and me: 
If by direct or by collateral hand 


They 
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was | 
I am 
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They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in satisfaction; but, if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 440 
To give it due content, 
Laer. Let this be so; 
His means of death, his obscure funeral.— 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must call't in question. 
King. So you shall; 
And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall. 
| pray you go with me. [ Exeunt, 450 


SCENE VI. 


Another Room, Enter Ho RATIO, with a Servant. 


Hor. What are they, that would speak with me? 
Serv. Sailors, sir; 

They say, they have letters for you. 
Hor. Let them come in.— 

do not know from what part of the world 


Should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 


Enter Sailors. 


Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hor. Let him bless thee too. 

Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. There's a 
letter for you, sir: it comes from the embassador that 
was bound for England; if your name be Horatio, as 


I an let to know it is. 462 
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Horatio reads the letter. 


HORATIO, when thou shalt have overlook'd this, 
give these fellows Some means to the king ; they have 
letters for him. Ere we were two days old at 5ea, a 
pirate of very warlike appointment gave us Chace 
Finding ourselves too slow of gail, we put on a con- 
pelled valour, and in the grapple I boarded them : on 
the instant, they got clear of our ship; 50 I alone 
became their prisoner. They have dealt with me like 
thieves of mercy ; but they knew what they did; J 
am to do a good turn for them, Let the Ring have 
the letters I have sent: and repair thou to me with 
as much haste as thou wouldst fly death, I have 
words to speak in thine ear, will make thee dumb; 
yet are they much too light for the bore of the matter, 
These good fellows will bring thee where I am, Ko- 
Sencrantz and Guildenstern hold their course for 
England : of them I have much to tell thee, Fare. 
wel, 47! 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet, 


Come, I will make you way for these your letters; 
And do't the speedier, that you may direct me 


To him from whom you brought them. [ Exeunt, | 


— 
_—. 


SCENE VII. 


Another Room, Enter the King, and LAERTES 


King, Now must your conscience my acquittance E 


seal, 
And you must put me in your heart for friend; 


Sin 
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Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father slain, 
has, Pursu'd my life. 
ave Lacr. It well appears: But tell me, 
a, 0 W Why you proceeded not against these feats, 490 
ce: W So crimeful and so capital in nature, 


o. As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things else, 
en You mainly were stirr'd up p 
one King. O, for two special reasons; 


like W Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd, 
; I W And yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 
have mother, 
with W Lives almost by his looks; and for myself 
have (My virtue, or my plague, be it either which), 
mb; She is 50 conjuctive to my life and soul, i 
00er, That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 500 | 
Ko- I could not but by her. The other motive, | 
e for Why to a publick count I might not go, | 
Fare- Is, the great love the general gender bear him: a 
479 Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 0 
et, Work, like the spring that turneth wood to stone, ö 
Convert his gyves to graces; so that my arrows, | 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, | 
And not where I had aim'd them. | 
Laer. And so have I a noble father lost; 510 f 
A sister driven into desperate terms; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
ES. ¶ For her perfections: But my revenge will come, 
ittance King. Break not your sleeps for that: you must 
not think, 
That we are made of stuff so ſlat and dull, 


Sith L nj That 


ceunt, 
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That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 
And think it pastime. You $hortly shall hear more: 
I lov'd your Ver and we love ourself; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 520 
How now? what news? 


Enter a Messenger, 


Mess, Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 
This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 
King. From Hamlet! Who brought them? 
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say: I saw them 
not ; 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them 
Of him that brought them. 
King. Laertes, you shall hear them :— 
Leave us. [ Exit Mess, 


_ HIGH and mighty, you Shall know, I am «tt 
naked on your kingdom. To-morrow Shall I beg leave 
to See your kingly eyes: when I Shall, ferst asking 
your pardon thereunto, recount the occasion of my 
Sudden and more Strange return, Hamlet, 


What should this mean? Are all the rest come back? 


Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlet's character. Naked, — 
And, in a postcript here, he says, alone ; 
Can you 1 4 6. ? F 11-52 BOO 

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come: 
It warms the very sickness in my heart, 


That 


20 


em 


940 
me: 


That 


Here was a gentleman of Normandy,— 
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That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddest thou, 
King. If it be so, Laertes,— 
As how should it be 80 how otherwise ? 
Will you be rul'd by me? 
Laer. Ay, my lord; 
So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace. 
King. To thine own peace, If he be now re- 
turn'd,— 550 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, —I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. 
Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd; 


The rather, if you could devise it so, 


That I might be the organ. 560 


King. It falls right. 
You have been talk'd of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine: your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him, 
As did that one; and that, in my regard, 


Of the unworthiest siege. 


Laer. What part is that, my lord? 
King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, 


Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes 570 


The light and careless livery that it wears, 


Than settled age his sables, and his weeds, 
Importing health, and graveness.— Two months since, 


I have 
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Act I 
I have scen myself, and serv'd against, the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't; he grew unto his seat; 

And to snch wondrous doing brought his horse, 

As he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd 
With the brave beast: so far he topp'd my thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 581 
Come $hort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman, was't ? 

Ring. A Norman, 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamond. 

Ring. The very same. 

Laer. I know him well : he is the brooch, indeed, 

And gem of all the nation, 

King. He made confession of you; 

And gave you such a masterly report, 590 
For art and exercise in your defence, 

And for your rapier most especial, 

That he cried out, Twould be a sight indeed, 

If one could match you: the scrimers of their nation, 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppos'd them: Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with him. 
Now out of this, 

Laer, What out of this, my lord ? 
King, Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 
Laer. Why ask you this ? 
King. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father ; 
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But that I know, love is begun by time; 

And that I see, in passages of proof, 

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 610 

A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 

And nothing 15 at a like goodness still 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy, 

Dies in his own too much: That we would do, 

We should do when we would; for this would 
changes, 

And hath abatements and delays as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents; 

And then this 5kould is like a spendthrift sigh 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick of the ulcer : 

Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake, 

To shew yourself your father's son in deed 621 


More than in words ? 


Laer. To cut his throat i“ the church. 
King. No place, indeed, should murder sanctua- 
rize; 


Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 


Will you do this, keep close within your chamber: 

Hamlet, return'd, shall know you are come home: 

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence, 

And set a double varnish on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, to- 
gether, 630 

And wager o'er your heads: he, being remiss, 

Most generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruse the foils; so that, with ease, 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 

A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice, 


Requite him for your father. 


Laer. 
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Laer. I will do't: Que 
And, for the purpose I'll anoint my sword. That s 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, There 
So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it, 640 Hof cre 
Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare, That 1 
Collected from all simples that have virtue But ot 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, There 
That is but scratch'd withal: I'll touch my point Clamb 
Wich this contagion; that, if I gall him slightly, When 


It may be death, Fell ir 
King, Let's further think of this; And, 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means, WWhict 
May fit us to our shape: If this should fail, As on 
And that our drift look through our bad perform. WOr lik 

ance, . 650 Uno 
*Twere better not assay'd ; therefore, this project Till ti 
Should have a back, or second, that might hold, Pull'd 
If this should blast in proof, Soft ;—let me see: — lo mi 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings.— Lat 
I ha't: Ou 
When in your motion you are hot and dry Lat 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end), nd t 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him t1s 0 
A chalice for the nonce; whereon but sipping, et $h 


If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck, 660 Wie v 
Qur purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise? W have 


But th 

Rin 

Enter the Queen. ny 

How now, sweet queen? 4 | 
Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, heref 


So fast thev follow: Vour sister's drown'd, Laeries. MW 
Laer, Drown'd! O, where? . 


Qu een, 
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ucen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook, 
That shews his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; | 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make, 1 
Of crow- flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, " 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 670 1 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 1 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds k 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself, | 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; þ 
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up: 
Which time, she chaunted snatches of old tunes; | 
As one incapable of her own distress, 
rm. WOr like a creature native and indu'd 


40 


550 WUnto that element: but long it could not be, 680 . 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 1 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay [ 
-. Wo muddy death. 


Laer. Alas then, 1s she drown'd ? | 
Queen, Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer, Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
nd therefore I forbid my tears: But yet 

tis our trick; nature her custom holds, ö 
et hame say what it will: when these are gone, 8 
660 Nite woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord! 690 | 
ise? ¶ fave a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 

But that this folly drowns it. [ Exit, 
Ring. Let's follow, Gertrude: 

low much I had to do to calm his rage! 

ow fear I, this will give it start again; 

Therefore, let's follow. [ Exeunt, 


ries, 
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ACT V. SCENE TI. 


A Church-Yard, Enter two Clowns, with Spades, Qt 


1 Clown, 
Ts She to be bury'd in Christian burial, that wilfully 


seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clown. I tell thee, she is; therefore, make her 
grave straight: the crowner hath sat on her, and find; 
it Christian bunal. 

1 Clown, How can that be, unless she drown'd 
herself in her own defence? 

2 Clown. Why, 'tis found so. 

1 Clown. It must be ge offendendo ; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point: if I drown myself vit. 
tingly, it argues an act: and an act hath three branches; 
it is, to act, to do, and to perform: Argal, he 
drown'd herself wittingly. 13 

2 Clown, Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1 Clown, Give me leave, Here les the water 
good: here stands the man; good: If the man yo 
to this water, and drown himself, it is, will he, nil 
he, he goes; mark you that: but if the water come to 
him, and drown him, he drowns not himself: Argal, 
he, that is not guilty of his own death, shortens nt 
his own life. 

2 Clown, But is this haw ? 99 

1 Clown, Ay, marry is't; crowner's-quest law. 


2 Clown, Will you ha? the truth on't? If this ha 
not been a gentlewoman, she should have been bury a 


out of Christian burial. | 
1 Clown, Why, there thou say'st: And the mote 
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pity; that great folk should have countenance in this 
world to drown or hang themselves, more than their 
even Christian. Come; my spade. There is no an- 
cient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave- 
makers; they hold up Adam's profession. 32 

2 Clown, Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Clown, He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clown, Why, he had none. 

1 Clown, What, art a heathen? How dost thou 
understand the scripture? The scripture says, Adam 
digg'd; Could he dig without arms? I'll put another 
question to thee: if thou answer'st me not to the 
purpose, confess thyself— 49 

2 Clown, Go to. 

1 Clown, What is he, that builds stronger than 
either the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 

2 Clown, The gallows-maker; for that frame out- 
lives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clown, I like thy wit well, in good faith; the 
gallows does well: but how does it well? it does well 
to chose that do ill: now thou dost ill, to say, the 


| gallows is built stronger than the church; argal, the 


gallows may do well to thee. To't again; come, 
2 Clown, Who builds stronger than a mason, a 
shipwright, or a carpenter? 52 
1 Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 
2 Clown, Marry, now I can tell. 
1 Clown, To't. 
2 Clown. Mass, I cannot tell. 


Enter HamtetT and HonraTio at a Distance. 


1 Clown, Cudgel thy brains nv more about it; for 
your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating: 


9 and, 
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and, when you are ask'd this question next, say, 
rave- maker; the houses that he makes, last Gil 
ooms-day. Go, get thee to Vaughan, and fetch me 
a stoup of liquor. [ Exit 2 Clown, 62 


He digs, and sings. 


In youth, when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very sweet, 

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 
O, methought, there was nothing meet, 


Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his business? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hor, Custom hath made it in him a property of 
easiness. 7 

Ham, *Tis &en so: the hand of little employ men 
hath che daintier sense. 


Clovn sings. 
But age, with his Stealing steps, 
Hath claw*d me in his ctutch, 


And hath shipped me into the land, 
As if I had never been Such, 


Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could sing 
once: How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it 
were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first murder! This 
might be the pate of a politician, which this ass now 
ofer-reaches; one that would circumvent God, might 
it not? 82 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham, Or of a courtier; which could say, Gocd- 
morrow, Sweet lord ! How dost thou, good lord? This 
might be my lord such-a-one, that prais'd my lord such- 
a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it; might it not! 


Hor. Ay, my lord. 88 
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Ham. Why, e'en so: and now my lady worm's; 
chapless, and knock'd about the mazzard with a sex- 
ton's spade: Here's fine revolution, an we had the 
69 W trick to see't. Did these bones cost no more the breed- 
| ing, but to play at loggats with them? mine ache to 

think on't. 

Clown sings. 


A jrck-axe, and a spade, a Spade, 


N For—and a shrowding Sheet : 

: O, a pit of clay for to be made 
ess! For such a guest is meet. 98 
of Ham. There's another: Why may not that be the 


70 W 5cull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his 
quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks? why 


Vent 
does he suffer this rude knave now to knock him about 
the sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not tell him of 
his action of battery? Hum! This fellow might be in's 
time a great buyer of land, with his statutes, his recog- 
nizances, his hnes, his double vouchers, his recoveries: 
Is this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his re- 
coveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt? will his 

ing W vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, and dou- 

"it ble ones too, than the length and breadth of a pair of 

"his indentures? The very conveyances of his lands will 

ow hardly lie in this box; and must the inheritor himself 

ght have no more? ha? 

82 Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham, Is not parchment made of sheep-skins? 

d- Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too. 

hs WF Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek out 

ch- assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow :— 


t? Whose grave's this, sirrah? 


88 M 1 Clown. | 
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Clown, Mine, sir. 


O, a pit of clay for to be made 


For guch a guest is meet. 
Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou ly'st in't, 


Clown, You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours: for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is 
thine: tis for the dead, not for the quick; therefore 
thou ly'st. 

Clown, Tis a quick he, sir; 'twill away again, 
from me to you. 131 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for? 

Clown, For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

Clown, For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

Clown, One, that was a woman, sir; but, rest her 
soul, she's dead. 138 

Ham. How absolute the knave is! we must speak 
by the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatio, these three years I have taken note of 
it; the age is grown $0 picked, that the toe of the pea- 
zant comes so near the heel of the courtier, he galls his 
kibe.—How long hast thou been a grave-maker? 

Clown, Of all the days i'the year, I came to't that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that since? 147 

Clown, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 
that: It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born; he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England? 

Clown, Why, because he was mad; he shall re- 
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cover his wits there; or if he do not, 'tis no great 
matter there, 

Ham, Why? 

Clown. Twill not be seen in him there; there the 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

Clown, Very r they say. 159 

Ham. How strangely? 

Clown, Faith, e'en with losing his wits, 

Ham. Upon what ground? 

Clown, Why, here in Denmark: I have been $ex- 
ton here, man, and boy, thirty years. 

Ham, How long will a man lie i'the earth ere he 
rot ? 

Clown. Faich, if he be not rotten before he die 
{as we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that wall 
scarce hold the laying in), he will last you some eight 
year, or nine year: a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham, Why he more than another ? 171 

Clown, Why, sir, his hide is so tann'd with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while; and 
your water is a sore 1 of your whoreson dead 
body, Here's a scull now has lain you i' the earth 
three and twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

Clown, A whoreson mad fellow's 1t was; whose do 
you think it was? 179 

Ham, Nay, I know x not. 

Clown. A N on him for a mad rogue! he 
pour'd a flaggon o Rhenish on my head once. This 
same scull, sir, was Vorick's scull, the king's jester. 

Ham. This? 

Clown, E'en that. 


M 11) | H. Am. 
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Ham, Alas, poor Vorick!— I knew him, Horatio; 
a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times; and 
now, how abhorr'd in my imagination it is! my gorge 
rises at it. Here hung those lips, that I have kiss'd 
I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now? 
your gambols? your songs? your flashes of merri— 
ment, that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not 
one now, to mock your own grinning? quite chap- 
fallen? Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour she 
must come; make her laugh at that. —Pr'ythee, Ho- 
ratio, tell me one thing. 

Hor, What's that, my lord? 200 

Ham. Dost thou think, Alexander look'd othis 
fashion 1'the earth? | 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so? pah! 

Hor. Fen so, my lord, | 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of 
Alexander, *till he find it stopping a bung-hole? 

Hor, *Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead 
it: As thus; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander returneth to dust; the dust is carth; of 
earth we make loam; and why of that loam, whereto 
he was converted, might they not stop a beer-barre] ? 

Imperial Cæsar, dead, and turn'd to clay, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away: 

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 
But soft! but soft, aside; — Here comes the king, 
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I Enter the Ring, Queen, LAtRTEsS, the Corpse of 


0 OruELIA, with Lords and Priests attending. 


: The queen, the courtiers: Who is this they follow ? 
4 And with such maimed rites! This doth betoken, 
? The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 


1. Foredo its own life. Twas of some estate: 


t Couch we a while, and mark. 

6 Laer. What ceremony else? 

1 Ham. That is Laertes. 

0 A very noble youth: Mark. 

6 Laer, What ceremony else? 229 
Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd 

) As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 

is And, but that great command o'crsways the order, 


She should in ground unsanctify'd have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her: 
Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants, 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 


if Of bell and burial, 
Laer. Must there no more be done? 


„ Priest. No more be done; 240 
n We should profane the service of the dead, 

d To sing a requiem, and such rest to her 

, As to peace- parted souls. 

f Laer. Lay her i' the earth 


0 And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring !—I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A ministring angel shall my sister be, 
When thou liest howling. ; 
Ham, What, the fair Ophelia! f 
Oucen, Sweets to the sweet: Farewel! 250 
Scattering flowers, i 
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I hop'd, thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 
And not have strewed thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 

Depriv'd thee of — Hold off the earth a while, 

„Till I have caught her once more in mine arms: 
[LAERTES leaps into the grave. 

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead; 

Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 260 

To o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 

Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. | advancing. | What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 


L HAu LET leaps into the grave, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. The devil take thy soul! | Grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat; 270 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash, 
Yet have I in me something dangerous, 
Which let thy wisdom fear: Hold off thy hand, 
King, Pluck them asunder, 
Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet! 
Al. Gentlemen,-— 
Hor. Gocd my lord, be quiet. 
[ 7 he attendants part them. 
Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye-hids will no longer wag. 
Queen, O my son, what theme ? 280 
Ham, 
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Ham. I lov'd Ophelia; forty thousand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my sum.— What wilt thou do for her? 
King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 
Queen, For love of God, forbear him. 
Ham, Shew me what thou'lt do: 
Woo't weep? woo't fight 1. * woo't fast? woo't tear 
thyself? 4 
Woo't drink up Esil? eat a crocodile? 
I'll do't. Dost thou come here to whine ? 
To out-face me with leaping in her grave? 290 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I; 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us; *till our ground, 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Male Ossa le a wart! Nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 
Queen, This is mere madness: 
And thus a while the fit will work on him; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd, 300 
His silence will sit drooping. 
Ham. Hear you, sir; 
What is the reason that you use me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever: But it is no matter; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [ Exit. 
Ring. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. — 
[Exit Ho. 
Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech; 
| To LAERTES. 
We'll put the matter to the present push.— 309 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.— 


This 
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This grave shall have a living monument: 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 
Till chen in patience our proceeding be. [ Exeunt, 


* 


SCENE II. 


A Hall in the Palace. Enter HAM LE Tand Ho RATIO. 


Ham, So much for this, sir: now shall you see the 
other ;— 
You do remember all the circumstance? 
Hor. Remember it, my lord! 
Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 


That would not let me sleep; methought, I lay, 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 


And prais'd be rashness for it Let us know, 320 


Our indiscretion sometime serves us well, 
When our deep plots do fail: and that should teach us, 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor. That is most certain. 
Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them: had my desire; 
Finger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again: making so bold, 330 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission; where I found, Horatio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command, — 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life, — 


That, 


it, 


Act J. HAMLET. 135 


That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 


No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
My head should be struck off. 


Hor. Is't possible? 340 
Ham. Here's the commission; read it at more lei- 
sure. 


But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed? 

Hor. Ay beseech you, 

Ham, Being thus benetted round with villainies, 
Ere 1 could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play; — I sat me down; 
Devis'd a new commission; wrote it fair: 
I once did hold it, as our statists do, 
A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning; but, sir, now 350 
It did me yeoman's service: Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote? 

Hor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them like the palm might flourish, 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear, 
And nad a comma *tween their amities; 
And many such like as's of great charge, — 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more, or less, 361 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 


Not shriving time allow'd. 


Hor. How was this seal'd ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant; 
[ had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal: 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 


Subscrib'd 
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Subscrib'd it; gave't the impression; plac'd it safely, 
The changeling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 372 
Hor. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to't. 
Ham, Why, man, they did make love to this em- 
ployment; 
They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Doth by their own insinuation grow : 
Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of migiuy opposites. 
Hor. Why, what a king is this! 380 
Ham, Does it not, think thee, stand me now upon? 
He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother; 
Popt in between the election and my hopes; 
Throwa out his angle for my proper life, 
And with such cozenage; is't not perfect conscience, 
To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 
Hor. It must be shortly known to him from Eng- 
land, 
What is the issue of the business there. 390 
Ham. It will be short: the interim is mine; 
And a man's life's no more than to say, one. 
But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his: Ill count his favours: 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 
Hor, Peace; who comes here ? 
| Enter 
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Enter OsrR1CK. 


Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Den- 

mark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know this 

water-fly ? 

Hor. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for *tis a 
vice to know him: He hath much land, and fertile: 
let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand 
at the king's mess: *Tis a chough; but, as I say, 
spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Or. Sweet lord, if your 2 were at leisure, 

is majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of 
2 Put your bonnet to his right use: *tis for the 
head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, *tis very cold; the wind is 
northerly. 415 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very sultry and 
hot z or my complexion 

Oer. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very sultry,—as 
'twere,—TI cannot tell how. My lord, his majesty 
bade me to signify to you, that he has laid a great 
wager on your head: sir, this is the matter, — 

Ham. I beseech you, remember 

HauLE T moves him to put on his hat, 

Oer. Nay, good my lord; for my ease, in good 
faith.—Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes: 
believe me, an absolute gentleman, full of most 
excellent differences, of very soft society, and great 

shewing: 


138 HAMLET. Act V, 


Shewing: Indeed, to speak feelingly of him, he is 
the card or calendar of gentry; for you shall find 
in him the continent of what part a gentleman would 
see. 431 

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in 
you; — though, I know, to divide him inventorially, 
would dizzy the arithmetic of memory ; and yet but 
raw neither, 1n respect of his quick sail, But, in the 
verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul of great 
article; and his infusion of such dearth and rareness, 
as, to make true diction of him, his semblable is his 
mirrour; and, who else would trace him, his umbrage, 
nothing more. 440 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr, Sir? 

Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another 
tongue? You will do't, sir, really. 

Ham, What imports the nomination of this gentle- 
man ? 

Osr, Of Laertes? 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all's golden 
words are spent. 450 

Ham. Of him, sir. | 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant 

Ham, I would, you did, sir; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve me: Well, sir. 

Oer. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Lacrtes is. 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should com- 
pare with him in excellence; but, to know a man well, 
were to know himself. oy 
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Orr. I mean, sir, for his weapon: but in the im- 
utation laid on him by them, in his meed he's un- 
fellow'd. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons: but, well. 

Osr, The king, sir, hath wager'd with him six 
Barbary horses: against the which he has impon'd, 
as I take it, six French rapiers and poniards, with 
their assigns, as girdle, hangers, and so: Three of 
the carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very 
responsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and 
of very liberal conceit. 473 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew, you must be edified by the margent, 
cre you had done, 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more germane to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides; I 
would, it might be hangers till then. But, on: Six 
Barbary horscs against six French swords, their assigns, 
and three liberal-conceited carriages; that's the French 
bet against the Danish : Why 1s this impon'd, as you 
call it? Y 484 

Osr. The king, sir, hath lay'd, that in a dozen 
passages between yourself and him, he shall not exceed 
you three hits: he hath lay'd on twelve for nine; 
and it would come to immediate trial, if your lordship 
would vouchsafe the answer. 

lam. How if I answer, no? 490 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your per- 
son in trial. 

Ham, Sir, I will walk here in the hall: If it please 

N ij his 
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his majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me; 


let the foils be brought: the gentleman willing, and 


the king hold his purpose, I will win for him, if I 1 


can; if not, I will gain nothing but my shame, and 
the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall I deliver you so ? 

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish your 
nature will, 501 


Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. | Exit, | 


Ham. Yours, yours,—He does well, to commend | 


it himself ; there are no tongues else for's turn, 
i Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell on his 
ead. 

Ham. He did compliment with his dug, before he 
suck'd it. Thus has " (and many more of the same 
breed, that, I know, the drossy age doats on) onl 
got the tune of the time, and outward habit of encoun- 
ter; a kind of yesty collection, which carries them 
through and through the most fond and winnowed 


O * . 
opinions; and do but blow them to their trial, the 


bubbles are out. 514 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord, My lord, his majesty commended him to 
you by young Osrick, who brings back to him, that 
you attend him in the hall: He sends to know, if 
your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you 
will take longer time. 

Ham, 1 am constant to my purposes, they follow 
the king's pleasure: if his fitness speaks, mine 13 
ready; now, or whensoever, provided I be so able 
as now. 523 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming 
down. Ham, 


— 
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Ham, In happy time. 

Lord, The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. Exit Lord. 

Hor. Vou will lose this wager, my lord. 530 

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice; I shall win at the 
odds. But thou would'st not think, how ill all's here 
about my heart: but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it: I 
will forestal their repair hither, and say, you are not 
fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a spe- 
cial providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 
tis not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now; 
if it be not now, yet it will come: the readiness is all: 
Since no man knows aught of what he leaves, what is't 
to leave betimes ? Let be. 


Enter the King, Queen, LAERT ES, Lords, Os RI ck, 
and Attendants with Foils, &c, 


King, Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me, 
[ The King puts the Hand of LazrTEs into that of 
AuLEr. 
Ham, Give me your pardon, sir: I have done you 
wrong; 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence knows, and you must needs have heard, 
N ij How 
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How I am punish'd with a sore distraction. $50 H 
What I have done, K 
That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, 1 here proclaim was madness, You 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never, Hamlet : : I 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away, You 
And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes, h 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. But 
Who does it then? His madness: If't be so, 1 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd; [ 
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 560 
Sir, in this audience, 0 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil þ 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, It J 
That I have shot my arrow o'er the house, Or 
And hurt my brother. Let 
Laer. J am satisfy'd in nature, , Ihe 
Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most Ane 
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour, RIC 
I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement, In 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 570 An. 
J have a voice and precedent of peace, The 
To keep my name ungor'd : But, till that time, The 
I do receive your offer'd love like love, No! 
And will not wrong it. Ati 
Ham, I embrace it freely; 4 
And will this brother's wager frankly play.— 
Give us the foils ; come on. | 
Laer. Come, one for me. . 


Ham, I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine 1gnozance 
Your skill shall, like a star i“ the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 581 


Laer. You mock me, ir, 
| : Ham . 
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Ham, No, by this hand. 
King. Give them the foils, young Osrick. Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? 
Ham, Very well, my lord; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 
Ring. I do not fear it; I have seen you both: 
But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 590 
Ham, This likes me well: These foils have all a 
length ? [ They prepare to play. 
Osr. Ay, my good lord. 
Ring. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table 
If Hamlet give the first, or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 
Let all che battlements their ordnance fire; 
The King shall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in the cup an union shall he throw, 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn: Give me the cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 601 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin ;— 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye, 
am. Come on, sir. 


Laer. Come, my lord. [ They play. 
Ham, One. 
Laer, No. 
Ham. Judgment. 610 


O:r. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well, again, 
King, Stay, give me drink: Hamlet, this pearl is 

thine ; Here's 
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Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 
[ Trumpets sound ; hot goes off, 
Fam, I'II play this bout first, set it by a while, 
[ They Play. 
Come.—Another hit; What say you? 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess, 
Ring. Our son $hall win. 
Oucen. He's fat, and scant of breath. 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows: 620 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet, 
Ham. Good madam, — 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Queen, I will, my lord; 1 pray you, pardon me, 


King, It is the poison'd cup; it is too late. | Aide, | 


Ham, I dare not drink yet, madam; by and by. 
ueen, Come, let me wipe thy face. 


Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now, 


King, I do not think. 629 
Laer. And yet it is almost against iny conscience. 
[Aside. 
Ham, Come, for the third, Laertes: You do but 
dally ? 


I pray you, pass with your best violence; 

I am afraid, you make a wanton of me, 

Laer. Say you so? come on. [ Play, 
Osr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 

[LazRTEs wounds HAMLET; then, in Scuffling, they 
change rapiers, and HANLET wounds LAERTES» 
King. Part them, they are inceys'd. 

Ham, Nay, come again. 
Orr. Look to the queen there, ho! 
[ The Queen falls. 
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Hor. They bleed on both sides: How is it, my 
lord ? 640 
Osr. How 1s't, Laertes? 
Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own pringe, 
Osrick; 
Lam justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen? 

King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, —O my dear 

Hamlet! 
The drink, the drink; — I am poison'd 
Ie Queen dies. 

Ham. O villainy !—Ho! let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery ! seek it out. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 651 
In thee there is not half an hour's life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated, and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itself on me; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again: Thy mother's poison'd; 
can no more; — the king, the king's to blame. 

Ham. The point envenom'd 001 
Then, venom, to thy work. [ Stabs the Ring. 

All. Treason ! treason! 660 

King. O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 


Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murd'rous, damned 


Dane, 
Drink off this potion: Is the union here? 
Follow my mother. [ King dies. 


Laer. He is justly serv'd; 
[t is a poison temper d by — 5 — 
Exchange forgivencss with me, noble Hamlet: 


Marte 
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Mine and my father's death come not upon thee ; 


Nor thine on me! Dies. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee, 


I am dead, Horatio: Wretched queen, adicu !— 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 672 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time (as this fell serjeant, death, 
Is strict in his arrest), O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be: Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou liv'st; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 
Hor. Never believe it; 


I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 680 | 


Here's yet some liquor left. 
Ham. As thou'rt a man, — 


Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, I'll have ut,— 


O God !—Horatio, what a wounded name, 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me ? 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 

Absent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 

To tell my story.— | March afar off, and shot within, 


What warlike noise is this? 690 
Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from 
Poland, 
To the embassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 


Ham. O, I die, Horatio; 
The potent poison quite o'ergrows my spirit; 
I cannot live to hear the news from England: 
But I do prophesy, the election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice: 


go 
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So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less, 
Which have solicited. The rest is silence. [Dies. 
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart: — Good night, 
sweet prince; 701 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest !— 
Why does the drum come hither ? 


Enter FORTINBRAsS, the English Embassadors, and 
others, 


Fort, Where is this sight? 
Hor. What is it, you would see ? 
If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 
Fort. This quarry cries, on havock !—O proud 
death ! 
What feast is toward in thine infernal cell, 
That thou so many princes, at a shot, 
So bloodily hast struck ? 710 
Emb, The sight is dismal ; 
And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing, 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill'd, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead: 
Where should we have our thanks P 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it the ability of life to thank you; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, to jump upon this bloody question, 720 
Vou from the Polack wars, and you from England 
Are here arriv'd; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 


How these things came about: So shall you hear 
Of 
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Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts; © © 
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause; 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall'n on the inventors? heads: all this can J 730 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which nw to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor. :Othat I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more : 
But let this same be presently perform'd, 
Even while men's minds are wild; lest more mis- 

chance 740 

On plots, and errors, happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage; 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have prov'd most royally : and, for his passage. 
The soldiers“ music, and the rites of war, 
Speak loudly for him. — 
Take up the bodies: Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shews much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 750 
[ Exeunt : after which, a peal of ordnance is Shot off, 


730 


